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MrSCELLAWJiOUS POEMS. 



THRENODIA. 
a &om us I and shall vt 



Those catn. eyes. 
Those deep, dark eyes so waim and 
Wherein the fortunes of the man 
Lay slumbering in prophetic light, 
In charactei'S a child might scan ? 
So bright, and gone forth utterly ! 
O stem word — 



The stars of those two gentle eyes 
Will shine no more on earth ; 
Quenched are the hopes that had their birth, 
As we watched them slowly rise, 
Stars of a mother's fate ; 
And ahe would read them o'er and o'er, 
Pondering as she sate. 
Over their dear astrology, 
VVhich she had conned and conned before. 
Deeming she needs must read aright 
What was writ so passing bright. 
And yet, alas I she knew not why. 
Her voice would falter in i(s song, 
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And teara would slMo from out lier eye, 
Silent, as they were doing wrong. 

stem word — Nevermore ! 

The tongue that scarce had learned to claim 
An entrance to a loother'a heart 
By that dear talisman, a mother's name, . 
Sleeps all foi^tflil of its art t 

1 loved to see the in&nt soul 
(How mighty in the weakness 
Of ita untutored meekness I) 
Peep timidly from out its nest, 
His lips, the while, 

Fluttering with half-fledged words. 

Or hushing to a smile 

Tliat more than words expressed, 

WJien his glad mother on him stj)le 

And snatoned him to her breast! 

O, thoughts wei-e brooding in those eyes. 

That would have soared lite strong-vringed birds 

Far, far, into the skies, 

Gladding the earth with song, 

And ffushing harmonies. 

Had he but tarried with as long 1 

O slern woiy! — Nevermore I 



Upon his little breast, 

Those small, white hands tliat ne'er were still before, 

But ever sported with his motliei's hiur. 

Or the plain cross that on her breast she wore I 

Her heart no more will beat 



Sending glad thoughts up to her eyes 
To bless him with their holy calm, — 
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Sweat tliouglils ! they made her eyes as b\ 

Kow [[viiet ai-e the hands 

That wove tiiose pleasant bands I 

But tliat they do not rise and sink 

With his calm breathing, 1 should think 

That he were dropped asleep. 

Alas ! too deep, too deep 

is this his slumber ! 

Time searce can number 

Till! years ere he will wake ag^n. 

0, may we see his eyelids open then I 

stern word — Nevermore 1 



I'loaljng in the sunlight clear, 
Where'er it toucheth olingeth tightly, 
Eoimd glossy leaf or stump unsighliy, 
Ho from his spirit wandered out 
Tendrils spreading all about. 
Knitting all things to its thrall 
With a perfect love of all : 
O stem word — Nevermore I 

He did but float a little way 
Adown file stream of time. 
With dreamy eyes watching the ripples play, 
Oi- listening tleir fwry chime ; 
His slender sail 

Ne'er felt the gale ; • 

He did but float a little way, 
And, putting to the shore 
While yet 'twas early day. 
Went calmly on his way, 
To dwell with us no more 1 
No jarring did he feel, 
No grating on his vessel's keel ; 
A sti'ip of silver sand 
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i THltENODIA. 

Mingled ttie waters v'lth tha land 
Where lie was seen, no more : 
O stern word-— Nevermore 1 

Full short his jouraey was ; no dust 
Of eartli unto his aaadala clave ; 
The weary weight that old men must, 
He bore not to the "rave. 
He seemed a cheraB who had lost his way 
And wandered hither, ao his stay 
With us was short, and 'twas n>ost meet 
That he should be no delver in earth's elod 
Nor need to pause and cleanse his feet 
To stand before his God ; 
O blest word — Evermore 1 
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THE SIRENS, 

TliQ sea is restless and uaeasy; 
Tlioii seekest quiet, tliou art ivoary, 
Wanderiog thou knowest not whither ; — 
Our little isle is green and breezy, 
Come and rest thee I O come hither ; 
Come to this peacefiil home of oui^s, 

Where eyermore 
The lorn west-wind creeps panting up the shore 
To be at rest among the flowers ; 
Full of rest, the green moss lifts, 

As the dark waves of tlie sea 
Draw in and out of rocky rifts. 

Calling solemiily to thee 
With voices deep and hoilow, — 
" To the shore 

Follow 1 0, follow 1 

To be at rest forevermore ! 

Forevermore ! " 

Look how the gray old Ocean 
Fram the depth of his heart rejoices, 
Heaving with a gentle motion. 
When he hears our restful voices ; 
List how he sings in an under-tone, 
Chimino; with our melody ; 
And alTsweet sounds of earth and air 
Melt into one low voice alone, 
riiat mnrmura over the weary sea. 
And seems to ang from everywhere, — 
" Here mayst thou harbor peacefully. 
Here mayst thou rest C^om the aching oar ; 
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And io our green isle rest forevennore ! 

Porevemiore I " 
And Euho half wakes in the wooded liUl, 
And, to her heart so calm and deep, 
Murmurs over in her sleep, 
Doubtftilly pausing and murmuring still, 
" Evermore I " 

Thus, on Life's weaty sea, 
Heareth the marinere 
Voicea sweet, from far and ni 
E^er an^ng low and clear, 
Ever anging longingly. 

Is it not better here to be, 
Than to be toiling late and soon V 
In the dreary night to see 
Kotliing but the Wood-i-ed moon 
Go up and down into Ihe sea; 
Or, in the loneliness of day, 

To see the still seals only 
Solemnly lift their faces gray. 

Making it yet more lonely ? 
Is it not better, than to hear 
Only the sliding of the wave 
Beneath the plank, and feel so near 
A cold and lonely grave, 
A restless grave, where ^ou shalt lie 
Even in death unqnietly ? 
Look down beneath thy wave-worn bark, 

Lean over tJie ade and see 
The leaden eye of the sidelong shark 
Upturned patiently. 

Ever waiting there for thee : 
Look down and see those shapeless forms, 

Which ever keep their dreamless sleep 

Far down within the gloomy deep, 
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Upo.i 
That 



Anil only atii' themselves in storms, 
Rising like islands from beneatb, 
And snorting through the angry spray, 
As the Irail vessel perisheth 

1, slimv and dark, 
US so lank and brown, 
Beckoning for tLee ! 
Look down beneath thy wave-worn hark 
Into the cold depth of the sea 1 
Look down ! Look down ! 

Thus, on Life's lonely sea, 
Heareth the marinere 
Voices sa<i, from far and near. 
Ever anging full of fear, 
Ever singing drearfuUy. 

Here all is pleasant as a dream ; 

The wind scarce shaketh down the dew, 

The green grass floweth like a stream 

Into the ocean's blue ; 

Listen ! 0, listen ! 

Ilere is a gush of many streams, 

A song of many birds, 
And every wish and longing seems 
Lulled to a numbered flow of words, — 

Listen t 0, listen ! 
Here ever bum the golden bees 
Underneath fuU-blossomed trees, 
At once with glowing fruit and flowers crowned ; — 
The sand is so smoofli, the yellow sand. 
That thy keel will not grate as it touches the land; 
All around mth a slumberous sound. 
The singing waves slide up tlie strand. 
And there, where the smooth, wet pebbles be, 
The waters gurgle longingly, 
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As if tliey fain would seolt the sliore, 
To be at rest from tlie ceaseless roar, 
To be at rest forevermore, — 
Foreyermore. 

Tims, ou Life's gloomy sea, 
Heareth the marinere 
Voices sweet, from far and nt 
Ever singing in his ear, 
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IBENE. 

Hers is a spirit deep, and crystal-clear; 
Calmlj- beneath ber earnest feee it lies, 
Free witbout boldness, meek without a fear. 
Quicker to look than speak its sympathies ; 
Far down into her large and _patient eyes 
I gaze, deep-drinking of the infinite. 
As, in the mid-watch of a clear, still night, 
I look into the fathomless blue skies. 

So circled lives she with Lore's holy light. 
That from the shade of self she walketh free ; 
The garden of her soul still keepeth she 
An Eden where the snake did never enter ; 
She haih a natural, wise sincerity, 
A ample truthflilneas, and these have lent her 
A dignity as moveless as the centre ; 
So that no influence of earth can stir 
Her sl«adfest courage, nor can take away 
Tlie holy peaceftilness, which, night and day, 
Unto her queenly soul doth minister. 

Most gentle is she ; her large charity 
(An all unwitting, childlike gift in her) 
Not freer is to ^ve than meek to bear; 
And, though herself not unacqnfunt with care. 
Hath in her heart wide room foi- all that be, — 
Her heart that liatb no secrets of its own. 
But open is as eglantine full blown. 
Cloudless forever is her brow serene, 
Speaking calm hope and trust within her, whence 
Welleth a noiseless spring of patience, 
Tliat keepeth all her life so frcsli, so green 
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And full of liolineaa, tliat every look, 
The greatness of hev woman's soul revealing, 
Unto me biingeth blessing, and a feeliag 
As when. I read in Grod'a own holy book. 

A graciousness in ^ving that doth make 
The smatl'st ^ greatest, and a sense moat meek 
Of worthiness, that doth not fear to take 
From others, but which always fears to' speak 
Its thanks in ntterance, for the giver's sake ; — 
The deep religion of a thankful heart. 
Which rests instinutiYely in Heaven's law 
With a full peace, that never can depart 
From its own steadfastness ; — a holy awe 
For holy things, — not those wMch men call holy. 
But such as are revealed to the eyes 
Of a true woman's soul bent down and lowly 
Before the face of dwly mysteries ; — 
A love that blossoms soon, but ripens slowly 
To the full goidenness of fruitfiil prime, 
Enduring witli a firmness that defies 
AH shallow trieks of circumstance and time, 
By a mire insight knowing where to cling. 
And where it clingeth never withering; — 
These are Irene's dowry, which no fate 
Caji shake from their serene, deep-builded state. 

In-seeing sympathy is hers, which ehasteneth 
No less than loveth, scorning to be bound 
With fear of blame, and yet which ever hastejicdi 
To pour the balm of kind looks on the wound. 
If they be wounds which such sweet teaching makes, 
Giving itself a pang for others' sakes ; 
No want of ftuth, tiat chills with sidelong eye, 
Hath she ; no jealousy, no Levite pride 
That passeih by upon tlie other side ; 
For in her soul there never dwult a lie. 
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Right from the hand of God her spirit tami; 
Unstjuned, and she hath ne'er foi^tten whence 
It came, nor wandered lat- from therice, 
But laboreth to keep her sdU the same, 
Near to her place Oif birth, that she may not 
Soil hep white raiment with an earthly spot. 

Yet sets she not her soul so steadily 
Above, that she forgets her ties to earth. 
But her whole thought would almost seem to be 
How to make glad one lowly human hearth ; 
For with a gentle courage she doth strive 
In thought and word and feeling so to live 
As to make earth next heaven ; and her heart 
Herein doth show its most exceeding worth, 
That, bearing in our frailty her just pai't, 
She hath not shrunk frvm evils of this life, 
But hath gone calmly forth into the strife, 
And all its sins and sorrows hath withstood 
With lofh' strength of patient womanhood : 
For this I love her gi'eat soul more than all, 
That, bring bound, like us, with earthly thrall, 
She walks so bright and heaven-liite therein, — 
Too wise, too meek, too womanly, to sin. 

Like a lone star through riven storm-clouds seei 
By sailors, lenipest-toss'd upon the sea. 
Telling of rest and peaceful heavens nigh. 
Unto my sool her star-like soul hath been, 
Her aght as full of hope and calm to me ; — 
For she unto herself hath buUded high 
A home serene, wherein to lay her head, 
Eai-th's noblest thing, a Woman perfected, 
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SERENADE., 

Fkom the close-shut windoira gleama no apiv 
The night is chilly, the night is dark, 
The poplara shiver, the pine-trees moan, 
My hair hy the autumn breeze is blown, 
Under tliy -window I ang alone, 
Alone, alone, all woe I alone I 

The darkness is pressing coldly around. 
The windows shake with a lonely sound, 
The stars are hid and the ni^ht is dreav. 
The heart of silence throbs in thine ear, 
In thy eliamber thou attest alone, 
Alone, alone, ah woe ! alone I 

The world is happy, the world is wide. 
Kind hearts are boating on every side ; 
Ah, why should we lie so eoldly curled 
Alone in the shell of this great world ? 
Why should we any more be alone ? 
Alone, alone, ah woe ! alone 1 

O, 'tis a bitter and dreary word, 
The saddest by man's ear ever heai'd I 
We each are young, we each have a heart. 
Why stand we ever coldly apart? 
Must we forever, then, be alone V 
Alone, alone, ah woe ! alone ! 
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WITH A PRESSED FLOWER. 

This liltle flower from afar 
Hatli come from oilier lands to thine ; 
For, once, its whit* and drooping star 
Could see its shadow in the Rhine. 

Perchance some fair-haired German maid 
Hali plucked one from the self-same stalk. 
And numbered over, half afrsud. 
Its petals in her evening walk. 

" He loves me, loves me not," she cries ; 
"He loves me more than earth or heaven!" 
And then glad tears have filled her eyes 
To find the number was uneven. 

And thou must count its petals well, 
Because it ia a gift from me ; 
And the last one of all shall lell 
Something I've ofi^n told to thee. 

But here at home, where we were bom. 
Thou wilt find flowers just as true, 
Down-bending eveiy summer morn 
With freshness of New-England dew. 

For Nature, ever kind to love. 

Hath granted them the same sweet tongue, 

Whether with German skies above. 

Or here our granite rocks among. 
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THE BEGGAR. 

R through the world am J,— 
From place to place I wander by. 
Fill up my pilgrim's scrip for me, 
For Cmrist'a sweet ssike and charity 1 

A little of thy steadfastness, 

Boanded irith leafy gracefulness. 

Old oak, gJTe me, — 

That the world's blasts may round me Uow, 

And 1 yield gently to and fro. 

While my stout-hearted trunk below 

And firm-set roots unshaken be. 

Some of thy stern, unyielding might, 
Enduring still through day and mght 
Eude tempest-ehock and withering blight, — 
That I may keep at bay 
The changeful April sky of chance 
And the strong tide of cireumatance, — 
Give me, old granite gray 

Some of thy pensiveness serene, 

Some of thy nevei^dying green, 

Put in this scrip of mine, — 

That griefs may fall like snow-flakes Hght, 

And deck me in a robe of white. 

Ready to be an angel bright, — 

O sweetly-mourntuT pine. 

A little of thy merriment. 

Of thy sparkling, light content, 

Give me, my cheertul brook, — ■ 
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That I may atiE be ftill of glee 
And gladflomeneas, where'er I be, 
Though fickle fate hath prisoned mc 
In, some neglected nook. 

Ye have been very kind and good 
To me, HQCe Pre been in the wood; 
Ye have gone nigh to fill my heart ; 
But good-bye, kind frienda, every one, 
Pre fai- to go ere set of sun ; 
Of all good thiuM 1 would have part. 
The day was high ere I could start. 
And so my journey's scarce begun. 

Heaven help me I how could I forget 
To beg of liee, dear violet 1 
Some of thy modesty. 
That blossoms here as well, tineeen, 
As if before the world thou'dst been, 
O, give, to strengthen ine. 
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Not as all other women arc 
Is she tbat to my soul is dear j 
Her glorious fancies come from far, 
Beneath the silver evening-star, 
And yet her heart ia ever near. 



Great feelings hath sbe of her own. 
Which lesser souls may neVer know ; 
God giveth them to her alone, 
And sweet they are as any tone 
Wherewith the wind may choose to blow. 

Tet in herself she dwelleth not, 
Although no home were half so fair ; 
No Amplest duty is forgot, 
Life hath no dim and lowly spot 
That dolh not in her sunshine share- 



She doeth little kindnesses, 
Which most leave undone, or despise 
For naught that seta one heart at easi 
And giveth happiness or peace, 
Is low-esteemed in her eyes. 



She hath no scorn of common things, 
And, tiiough she seem of other birth, 
Bound us her heart entwines and clings, 
And patjentiy she folds her wings 
To ti^ad the humble paths of earth. 
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Blessing she ia ; God made her so. 
And deeds of weekday holiness 
Pall from hor noiaeleEB as the snow, 
Nor bath she ever clianued to know 
That aught were easaer than to bleas. 



She is most fair, and thereunto 
Her life doth rightly harmonize ; 
Feeling or thought that was not true 
Ne'er made less beaudful the blue 
Uoclouded heaTen of her eyes. 



She is a woman : o^e in whom 
The spring-time of -her childish yeaw 
Hath never lost its fresh perfume. 
Though knowing well that life hath room 
For many blighte and many tears. 

I love her with a, love as still 
As a broad river's peaceful might, 
Which, by high towei' and lowly mill, 
Goes wandering at its own will. 
And yet doti ever flow aright, 

X. 

And, on its full, deep breast serene, 

Like quiet isles my duties lie ; 

It flows around them and between, 

And makes them fresh and fair and green, 

Sweet homes wherein to live and die. 
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SUMMER STOKJI. 

Untkemclous ill tlie river clear, 
Toward the sky'a im:^, hangs the imaged bridge 

So still the sir that I can hear 
The slender clarion of the unseen midge; 

Out of the stillness, with a gathering creep, 
Like rising wind in leaves, which now deereases,- 
Now lulls, now swells, and all the while increases, 

The huddling trample of a drove of sheep 
TiltM the loose planks, and then as gradually ceaaea 

In dust on the other side ; life's emblem deep', 
A confused noise between two silences, 
Finding at last in dust precarious peace. 
On the wide marsh the purple-bloasomed grasses 

Soak up the sunshine ; sleeps tlie brinuning tide. 
Save when the wedge-shaped wake in alence passes 

Of some alow water-rat, whose sinuous glide 

Wavers the long green sedge's ahadefrom ade 

But up the west, like a rock-shivered surge. 

Climbs a great cloud edged with sun-whitened 
spray ; 
Huge whjris of foam boil toppling o'er its veree, 
£id falling sdll it seems, and yet it i^fimb* 
alway. 

(Suddenly all the sky is liid 
, As with tlie shutting of a lid, 
One by one gi'eat drops are falling 

Doubtful and slow, 
Dplin the pane they are crookedly crawling, 

And the wiud breathes low; 
Slowly the cirirlea widen on the river, 
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Widen apd mingle, one and all ; 
Here and there the slenderer flowers shiver, 
Struck by an icy rain-drop's fall. 

Now on. the hills I hear the thjinder mutter, 

'Xlie wind is gathering in the west; 
Tlie upturned leaves first whiten and flutter. 

Then droop to a fitful rest ; 
Up from tlie stream with slug^sh flap 

Struggles the gall and floats away ; 
Nefti-er and nearer rolls the thunder-clap, — 

We shall not see the sun go down to-day : 
Now leaps the wind on the sleepy marsh, , 

And tramples tie grass with terrified feet,^ 
The siartled river turns leaden and harsh. 

You can hear the quick heart of the tempest 

Look ! look I that livid flash I 
And instantly follows the rattling thunder, 
As if some cloud-orag, split asunder, 

Fell, splintering with a ruinous crash. 
On the Earth, which crouches in silence under ; 

And now a solid gray wall of rfun "i 
Shuts off the landscape, mile by mile ;, 

For a breath's space I see the blue wood again, 
And, ere the next heart-beat, the wind-hurled pile, 
That Beemed but now a league aloof, 
Bursts crackling o'er the sun-parehed roof; 
Against the windows the at«rm comes dashing. 
Through tattered foliage the hiul tears crashing, 
The blue lightning Hashes, 
The rapid hail clashes. 
The white waves are tumbling, 

And, in one baffled roar. 
Like the toothless sea mumbling 
A i-ock-briatled shore, 
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The thundar is rumbling 
,Ai"3 clashing and crumbling, — 
Will Mlence return never more ? 

Husli ! Still as deatb, 
The tempest holds, his breath 
As"!ifbm a sudden will ; 
The rain stops short, but from the eavea 
Tou see it drop, and hear it from the leaves 
Allissobo^nalrBtJll; _ 
Again, now, now, again 
Plashes the ram in heavy gouts, 
The crinkled lightning 
Seems ever bri"htenmg, 
And loud ana long ' 
Again the thunder shouts 
His battle-song, — 
One quivering fliBb, 
One wildering crash, 
Followed by silence dead and dull. 
As if (ie cloud, let go, 
Leapt bodily below 
To whelm the eartb in one mad overthrow. 
And then a tetal lulL 

Gone, gone, so soon I 
No more my half-crazed fancy tliere 
Can shape a giant in the air. 
No more I see his streaming hair, 
The writhing portent of his form ; — 
The pale and quiet mooa 
Makes her calm forehead bare. 
And the last fragments of the atoi-m. 
Like shattered rigging from a fight at sea, 
Silent and few, are diifljng over me. 
1889. 
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LOVE. 

Trui! Love is but a humble, low-born thing, 
And hath its food served up in earthen ware ; 
It is a thiug to walk with, hand in hand, 
Through the every-dayness of this work-day world, 
Haring ils tender feet to every roughn^s, 
Yet letting not one heart-beat go aatray 
Fi-om Beauty's law of pUunneaa and ccotent 
A ample, fireside thing, whose quiet smile 
Can warm earth's poorest hovel to s. home ; 
Which, when our autumn cometb, as it must, 
And life in the chill wind shivers bare and leafless, 
Shall sljll be blest with Indian-summer youth 
111 bleak November, and, with thankful heart, 
Smile on ifa ample stores of garnered fiiiit. 
As full of sanshme to our aged eyes 
As when it nursed the blossoms of our spring. 
Such is true Love, which steals into the heart 
With feet aa siSent as the lightsome dawn 
That kisses smooth the rou^h brows of the dark. 
And hath its will through Hissful gentleness,— 
Hot like a rocket, which, with savage glare, 
Whirrs suddenly up, then bursts, and leaves the 

Painfully quivering on tlie dazed eyes ; 

A love Uiat gives and takes, that seeth faults, 

Not with flaw-seeking eyes like needle points. 

But ioving-kindly ever looks them down 

With the o'ercoming fwth of meek forgiveness ; 

A love tjiat shall be new and fresh eadL hour. 

As is the golden mystery of sunset, 

Or the sweet coming of the evening star. 

Alike, and yet most unlike, every Jay, 
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22 LOVE. 

And seeming ever best and faii-eat now , 

A love that doth not bneel for what it seeks, 

But fac^ Trnth and Beaut; as their j>eer, 

Showing its worthiness of noble' thoughts 

By a clear seose of inward nobleness ; 

A love that in its object flndeth not. 

All grace and beauty, and enough to sate 

Its thirst of blessing, bnt, in all of good 

Found there, it sees but Heaven-granted types 

Of good and beauty in the soul of man, 

And traces, in the amplest heart that beats, 

A family-likeness to its ehosen one, 

That cl^ms of it the rights of brotherhood. 

For love is blind but with the fleshly eye, 

That so its inner sight may be more clear ; 

And outward shows of beauty only so 

Are needful at the fii'st, as is a hand 

To guide and to uphold an infant's steps : 

Great spirits need them not : their earnest look 

Pierces the body's mask of thin disguise. 

And beauty ever is to them revealed, 

Behind the unshapehest, meanest lump of clay, 

With arms outstretched and eager face ablaze, 

YKHvning to be but understood and loved. 
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TO PEKDITA, HINGING. 



TO PEEDITA, SINGING. 

Thy voice is like a fountain, 

Leaping up in clear moonshine ; 
Silver, silver, ever mounting, 
Ever inking, 
Without thinlnug, 
To that brimful heart of thine. 

Every sad and happy feeling, 
Tliou hast had in Dygone years, 
Through thy lipa come stealing, stealing. 
Clear and low ; 
All thy smiles aud all thy tears 
In thy voice awaken, 
And aweetnese, wove of joy aud woa, 
From their teaching it hath taken : 
Feeling and mnmc move tt^ther. 
Like a swan and shadow ever 
Heaving on a sky-blue river 
In a day of cloudless weather. 

It hath caught a touch of sadness, 

Yet it is not sad; 
It hath tones of clearest gladness, 

Yet it is not clad; 
A dim, sweet, twilight voice it is 

Where to-day's accustomed blue 
Is over-grayed with memori.es, 

Witli starry feelings quivered through. 

Thy voice is like a fountain 

Leaping up in sunshine bright. 

And I never weary counting 
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Its clear dropping, lone and single, 
Or when in one toll gush they mingle, 
Shooiiiig in melodious light. 

Thine is music such as yields 
Feelings of' o!d brooks and fields, 
And, aTOund this penfj-up room, 
Sheds a woodland, free perfiime ; 

O, tims forever aing to me ! 
O, thus forever I 
The green, bright grass of childhood bring t( 
Flowing like an emerald river, 
And the bright blue skies above 1 
O, ang them back, as fresh as ever, 
Into the bosom of my love, — 
The suiishine and the memmeut. 
The unsought, evergreen content, 

Of that never cold time, 
The joy, that, like a clear breeze, went 

Through and through the old time ! 

Peace sits within thine eyes, 
With white hands crossed in joyftil rest. 
While, through thy lips and face, arise 
The melodies from out thy breast ; 



"Weep not for passed things, 
They are not lost : 
The beauty which the summer tame 
O'er thine opening spirit shed, 
The forest orfieles snblimo 
That fiUed thy soul with joyous dread. 
The scent of every smallest flower 
That made thy heart sweet for an hour, — 
Yea, every holy influence. 
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Flowiog to thee, thou knewest not whence, 

In thine eyes to-day is seen, 

Fresh as it hath ever been ; 

Promptings of Nature, beokonings sweet, 

Whatever led thy chiidish feet. 

Stilt will linger unawares 

The guiders of thy silver hairs; 

Every look and every word 

Which thou eiveat forth to-day. 

Tell of the singing of the bird 

Whose mime stilled thy boyish play." 

Thy voice is like a fountain. 
Twinkling up in sharp starlight, 
When the moon behind the mountain 
Dints the low East with faintest white, 
Ever darkUng, 
Ever sparkling. 
We know not if 'tis dark or bright ; 
But, when the great moon hath rofled round. 

And, sudden-slow, its solemn power 
Grows from behind its black, clearedged bound. 
No spot of dark the fountain keepeth, 
But, swift as opening eyelids leapeth 
Into a waving silver flower. 
1811. 
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THE MOON. 

Mr soul was like the sea, 
Before the oiooa was made, 
Moaning in vaguo immensily, 
Of ita own strength ^raid, 
Unreatfu] and unstaid. 

Through every rifl it foamed ia vtun. 

About its earthly prison, 
Seeking some unknown thing In pain. 
And sinking restless back again, 

For jet no moon had risen : 
Its only yoice a vast dumb moan, 

Of ntterless anguish epeafcing. 
It lay unhopefully alone, 

And lived but in an aimless seeking. 

So was my soul ; but when 'twas full 

Of unrest to o'erloading, 
A voice of Bomething beauliftil 

Whispered a dim foreboding, 
And yet so soft, so sweet, so low. 
It had not more of joy than woe ; 
And, as the sea dou oft lie still, 
' Making its waters meet, 
As if by an unconscious will, 

For the moon's Mlver feet, 
So lay my soul within mine eyes 
When tliou, its guardian moon, didst rise 
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THE MO OK. 

And now, bowe'er its waves above 

May toss and seem nneaseful, 
One strong, eternal law of Love, 

With, guidance sure and peaeefiil, 
As calm and natural as breath. 
Moves its great deeps through life and d 
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EEMEMBERED MUSIC. 



THiCK-rusHag, like an ocean vast 

Of bisons tlie far prairie shaking. 
The notes crowd heavUy and fast 
As Burfe, one plunmng while lie last 
Draws seaward from its foamy breaking. 

Or in low murmurs fhey began, 



As o'er a harp ^olian 
A fitful breeze, until they ran 
Up to a sudden ecstasy. 

And then, like minute-drops of rain 

!Knmng in water silverly. 
They lingering dropped and dropped aj 
Tili it was almost lite a pain 

To listen when the next would be. 
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A LILY tilou wast when I saw thee first, 
A lUy-bud not opened quite, 
That hourly grew more pure and white, 
By morning, and noontide, and evening nursed : 
In all of nature thou hadst thy share ; 
Thou wast TVMted on 
By the wind and sun ; 
The rain and the dew for thee took care ; 
It seemed thou never couldat be more fair. 

A lily thou wast when I saw thee first, 
A lily-bud ; but O, how strange, 
How full of wonder was the change, 

When, ripe with all sweetness, thy full bloom 

How did the tears to my glad eyes start. 
When the woman-flower 
Beached its blossoming hour, 
And I saw the warm deeps of &j golden heart I 

Glad death may pluck thee, but never before 
The gold dust of thy bloom divine 
Hath dropped from thy heart into mine. 
To quieten its Mnt germs of heavenly lore ; 
Tor no breeze comes nigh thee but carries away 
Some impulses bright 
Of fri^ranee and Tight, 
Which fall upon aotda that are lone and astray, 
To plant fruitful hopes of the flower of day. 



H3CBCC, Google 



ALLEGRA. 

I wouLU iQore natures were like thine, 
That never eaats a giance before, — 

Thou Hebe, who thy hearths bright wine 
So lavishly to all dost ponr, 

That we who drink forget Ifl pine, 
And Ciui but dream of bliss in store. 

Thou canst not see a shade m life ; 

With sunward instinct thou dost rise, 
And, leaving clouds below at strife, 

Gazest undazzled at the skies. 
With all their blaaina splendors rife, 

A songful lark with eagle's eyes. 

Thou wast some foundling whom the Hours 
Nursed, laughing, with the milk of Mirth; 

Some influence more gay than ours 
Hath ruled thy nature from its birth, 

As if th}' natal stars were flowers 

That shook their seeds round thee on earth. 

And thou, to lull thine infant rest, 
Wast cradled like an Indian child ; 

All pleasant winds from south and west 
With lullabies thine ears beguiled, 

Rocking thee in thine oriole's nest, 
ISII Nature looked at thee and smiled. 

Thine every fancy seems to borrow 
A sunl^ht ii-om thy childish years, 
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Making a golden cloud of s< 

A hope-lit rainbow out of 
Thy heart is certain 

Though 'jond to-day it never peers. 

I would more natures were like thine, 
So innocently wild and free, 

Whose Bad thoughts, even, leap and shiin 
Like sunny wavelets in the sea, 

Mailing us mindless of the brine, 
In gazing on the brillianey. 
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THE FOUNTAIN. 

Into the sunshine, 

Full of the light, 
Leaping anil flashily 

From mom till Dight I 

Into the moonlight, 
Whiter than snow, 

Waving 30 flower-like 
When the winds blow I 

Into the starlight 

Rushing in spray, 
Happy at midnight, 

Happy by day ! 

Blithesome and cheery, 
Slill climbing lieavcnward, 
Never aweary ; — 

Glad of all weathera, 
Still seeming beat, 

Upward or downward, 
Motion thy rest ; — 

Full ofa nature 
Nothing can tame, 

Changed every moment, 
Ever the same ; — 
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Ceaaeleas aspiring, 
Ceaseless eon tout, 

Darkness or sunshine 
Thy element; — 

Glorious fountain 1 

Let my heart be 
Fresh, changeful, eonsteut. 

Upward, like thee I 
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In the old days of awe and keen-eyed wonder, 

Tbe Poelfs song with blood-warm troth was rife 
He saw the mj^teriea which circle under 

The outwaixl shell and skin of daily life. 
Nothing to him were fleeting tame and fashion, 

His soul was led by the eternal law ; 
There was in him no hope of fame, no passion. 

But, with calm, godlike eyes, he only saw. 
Ho did not sigh o'er heroes dead and buried, 

Chief-Djoumer at the Golden Age's hearse, 
Nor deem that soula whom Charon grim had ferried 

Alone were fitting themes of epic yerse r 
He could behove tJie promise of to-morrow, 

And feel the wondrous meaning of to-day ; 
He had a deeper faith in holy sorrow 

Than the world's seeming low could fake away. 
To know the heai't of all tilings was his duty, 

All things did sing to him to make him wise. 
And, with a sorrowful and conqueriug beauty, 

The soul of all looked grandly irom his eyes. 
Hegazed on all within him and without him, 

He watched the fiowing of Time's steady tide, 
And sliapes of gloiy floated all about him 

And whispei'ed to hira, and he prophesied. 
Than all men he more fearless was and freer. 

And all his brethren cried with one accord, — 
" Behold the holy man I Behold the Seer ! 

Him who hath spoken with the nnseen Lord 1 " 
He to his heart with large embrace had taken 

The universal soitow of mankind, 
And, from that root, a shelter never shaken, 
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The ti-ee of wisdom grew with stui'dj' rind. 
He could intei'pret well the wondrous voices 

Wliich to the calm and alent spirit come ; 
Ha Itnew that the Ono Sou! no more rejoices 

In the star's antbem tbau (he iiisei^t's hum- 
He in his heart was ever meeic and hmnble, 

Aad yet with Idngly pomp his numberB ran, 
As he foresaw liow all things false should crumble 

Before the free, uplifted soul of man : 
And, when he was rnade full to overflowing 

With all the loveliness of heaven and teartii, 



With calmest coui-age he was ever ready 

To teach that action was the truth of thongbt. 
And, with Btrong arm and purpose firm and steady, 

An anchor for the drifting world he wrought. 
So did he make the meanest man partaker 

Of all his brother-gods unto him gave ; 
All souls did reverence him and name him Maker, 

And when he died heaped temples on his grave. 
And still his deathless words of light are Bwimr'- 

Serene throughout the gi'eat, deep infinite 
Of human soul, unwaning and undimming, 

To cheer and guide the mariner at night 



But now the Poet is an empty rhymer 

Who lies with idle elbow on the grass, 
And fits hie Muging, hke a cunning timer, 

To all men's prides and fancies as they pass. 
Not his the song, which, in its metre holy, 

Cliimes with the music of the eternal stars, 
Hiunbllng the tyrant, llflin" up the lOwly, 

And sending sun through tlie soul's prison-bars 
Maker no more, — ^O, no ! unmaker rather. 

For he unmakes who doth not all put fortii 



H3CBCC, Google 



Ur o 
The 



The power given by our loving Fatliei' 

To Ehow the bod^s dross, the spirit's worth. 
Awake ! great spirit of the E^ea oldeo I 

Shiver the mists that hide thy etarrj' lyre, 
And let man's aool be yet again beholden 
To tfaee fill' wings to soar to her desire. 
0, prophesy no more to-movrow's splendor. 
Be no more shame-faced to speak oat for Truth, 

r altar all the guahinga tender, 
the hope, the fire, the loving faith of youth ! 
u, prophesy no more the Maker's coming, 

Say not his onward footsteps thou canst hear 
Jn ijie dim void, like to the awflil humming 

Of the great wings of some new-lighted sphere I 
O, prophesy no more, bat be the Poet I 

This longing was but granted unto thee 
That, when aU beauty thou couldst feel and linovi 
it, 
That beauty in its highest thou couldst be. 
O, thou who meanest tost with sealike longings 

Who dimly hearest voices call on thee, 
Whoa© soul IB overfilled with mighty thronginga" 

Of love, and fear, and glorious i^ony. 
Thou of the toilistruog haads and iron sinews 

And soul by Mother Earth with freedom fed, 
In whom the hero-spirit yet continues, 

The old free nature is not chained or dead. 
Arouse I let thy sou! break in music-thunder. 

Let loose the ocean that is in thee pent. 
Pour forth thy hope, thy fear, thy love, thy wonder, 

And tell the a^e what all its sin;ns have meant. 
Where'er thy wildered crowd of hrethren jostles, 

Where'er there lingers but a shade of wrong, 
Tliere still is need of martyrs and apostles, 

There stiU are texts for never-dying song : 
From age to age man's slall aspiring spirit 

T^nds wider scope and sees with clearer eyes. 
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ODE. 37 

And tlioa in larger measui-e dost inherit 

What made tliy great forerunners free aud wise 
Sit tliou enthroned wliere the Poet's mountEun 

Above the thunder lifts its salent peak, 
Aud roll thy songs down like a gathering fountain, 

That all may drink and find the rest they seek. 
Sing! there sliall silence grow in earth and heaven, 

A silence of deep awe and wondering ; 
For, listening gladly, heud the angels, even. 

To hear a moi-tal like an angel sing. 



Among the toil-worn poor my sold is seeking 

For one to hring the Makei-'a najne to light, 
To be the voice of that almighty speaking 

Which-every age demands to do it right. 
Proprieties our silken bards environ; 

He who would he the tongue of this wide land 
Must string his haip midi choi'ds of sturdy iron 

And strike it with a toil-embrowned hand ; 
One who hath dwelt with Hature well-attended. 

Who hath learnt wisdom from her mysfc books. 
Whose soul with all her countless lives hath 
blended, 

So that all beauty awes us in his looks ; 
IVho not with body's waste his soul hath pampered, 

Who as tiio clear nor^western wind is free. 
Who walks with Form's observances unliampered, 

And follows the One Will obediently; 
Whoso eyes, like windows on a breezy summit. 

Control a lovely pi-ospect every way; 
Who doth not sound God's sea with earthlj 
plummet, 

And find a bottom still of worthless clay j 
Who heeds not how the lower gusts ai"e working, 

Knowing that one sure wind blows on above, 
And sees, bciieadi the foulest faces lurking, 
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One God-built shrine of reverence and love ; 
Wlio sees all stars that wheel their shining marches 

Around the centre fixed of Destiny, 
"Where the enwrcling soul seroae o'erarches 

The moving ^obe of being like a sky ; 
Wlio feels that God and Heaven's great deeps are 

Him to ivhose heart his fellow-man is nigh, 
Who doth not hold hia soul's own freedom "dearer 

Thaa that of all his breUiren, low or high ; 
Who to the Eight can feel hhnaelf the ti-uer 

For being gently patient with the wrong, 
Who sees a brother in the evildoer, 

And finds in Love the heart's-falood of hia 

This, this IS he for whom the world is wMting 

To sing the beatings of its mighty heart, 
Too long hath it been padent with the grating 

Of scrannel-pipes, and heard it misnamed Art 
To him tlie smiling soul of man shall listen 

Laying awhile its urown of tlioms aside, 
And once ^ain in. every eye shall glisten 

The glory of a nature satisfied. 
His verse shall have a great, commanding motion, 

Heaving and swelling miUi a melody 
Learnt of the sky, the nver, and the ocean, 

And all the pure, nm'estic things that be. 
Awake, then, thou ! we [une for thy great presence 

To make us feel the soul cmce more sublime. 
We are of far too infinite an essence 

To rest contented with the lies of Time. 
Speak out 1 and, lo ! a hush of deepest wonder 

Shall ank o'er all this many-voiced scene, 
As when a sudden burst of rattling thunder 

Shatters the btueness of a sky serene. 
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THE FATHERLAND. 

Where is the true man's fatherland? 
Is it where he by ohaiice is bora 1 
Doth not the yearning spirit scorn 

In sucli scant borders to be spanned ? 

O, yes ! his fatherland must be 

As tlie blue heaven wide and free I 

Is it alone where freedom is, 

Where God is God and man is man? 
Doth he not claim a broader span 

For the soul's love of home than this ? 

0, yes ! his fatherland must be 

As the blue heaven wide and free ! 

Where'er a human heart doth wear 
Joy's myrtle-wreath or sorrow's gy^'ea, 
"Where'er a human spirit strives 

After a life more true and fair, 

There is the true man's birthplace grand, 

His is a world-wide fatherland I 

Where'er a single slave doth pine. 

Where'er one man may help another,— 
Thank God for such a birthright, brother,— 

That sjKit of earth is thine and mine ! 

There is the true man's birthplace grand, 

His is a world-wide fatlierland ! 
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THE FOKLOKN. 

The night is dark, the stingin" sleet. 

Swept by the bitter gusta of air, 
Drives whistling down the lonely street, 

And stiffens on the pavement bare. 

The street-lainiw flai-e and struggle dim 

Through the white sleet-ciouds as they pass, 

Or, goyemed by a boisterous whim. 
Drop down and rattle on the glass. 



And, 33 about her heart they whirl. 
Her tattered cloak more tighUy draws. 

The flat briet walls look cold and bleak, 
Her bMe feet to the sidewalk freeze ; 

Yet dares she not a shelter seek. 

Though faint with hunger and disease. 

The sharp storm outs her forehead bare. 
And, piercing through her garments thin 

Beats on her slirunken breast, and there 
Makes colder the cold heart within. 

She lingers where a i-uddy glow 

Streams outward through an open shutte 
Adding more bitterness to woe, 

More loneness to desertion utter. 

One half the cold she had not felt. 
Until Bhe saw this gush of light 
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spread warmly forth, and seem to melt 
Its slow way through the deadening night. 

She hears a ■woman's voice within, 

Singing sweet words her childhood knew, 

And years of misery and sin 

Purl oif, and leave her heaven blue. 

Her freezing heart, like one who sinks 
Outwearied in the drifting snow, 

Droivses to deadly sleep and thinks 
No longer of its hopeless woe ; 

Old fields, and clear hlue summer days. 
Old meadows, green with grass and trees, 

That shimmer tlirough the trembling haze 
And whiten in the ^vestern breeze, — 

Old faces, — all the friendly past 

Eases within her heart a|fun, 
And sunshine from lier chiidhood oast 

Makes summer of the icy rain. 

Enhaloed by a mild, warm glow. 

From all hmnanity apart. 
She heara old footsteps wandering slow 

Through (he lone uhambers of her heart. 

Outside the porch before the door, 
Her cheek upon the cold, hard stone, 

She lies, no longer foul and poor. 
No longer dreary and alone. 

Next morning something heavily 
AgMDst the opening door did weigh, 

And there, from sin and sorrow free, 
A woman on the thi-cshold lay. 
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A smile upon the waJi lips told 

Tbat she had found a calm release, 

And that, from out tie want and cold, 
The EODg had borne her bou) in peace. 

For, whom the heart of man ahute out, 
Sometimes the heart of God takes in, 

And fences them all round about 
With wience mid the world's loud din; 



Far was she from her childhood's home, 
Farther in guilt had wandered thence, 

Yet thither it had bid her come 
To die in maiden ini 

18«3. 
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MIDNIGHT. 

The moon slimes white and alont 
On the mist, whiuli, like a <Jde 

Of some enchanted ocean. 

O'er the wide maish doth glide. 

Spreading its gbosl-like billows 
Silently fiir and nide. 

e and stany magic 

)s all things mysteries, 

And lures the earth's dmnb spirit 

Up to the lon^iig skies,— 
I eeem to hear dim whispers, 
And tremulous replies. 

The fireflies o'er the meadow 

In pulses come aud go ; 
The elm-trees' heavy shadow 

Wdghs on the grass below ; 
And family from uie distance 

The dreaming cook doth crow. 

All things look strange and mystic, 

The very bushes swell 
And take wild shapes and motions, 

As if beneath a spell, — 
They seem not the same lilacs 

From uhiidhood known so well. 

The El 



H3CBCC, Google 



So beaiitiTiiI and qiiiet, 

And yet so lilci; a pall,^ , 

As if all lite were ended, 
And rest were come to all. 

O, wild and wondrous midnight, 
Tliere is a might in thee 

To make the charmed body 
Almost lite spirit be. 

And give it some ^nt glimpses 
Of immortality I 
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A PEAYEK. 

God 1 do uot let my lovisd-one die. 

But rathef ivait until the time 
That 1 am grown in purity 

Enouffh to enter thy pure clime, 
'I'hen tate me, I wiU gladly go, 
So that my lore i*main below I 

O, lot her stay I She is by birth 

What 1 through death must learn to be, 

We need her more on our poor oartli, 

Than fhon canat need in heaven with thee : 

She hath her wings already, I 

Must burst this earth-shell ere I fly. 

Then, God, take me I We shall be near. 
More near than ever, eiich to each ; - 

Her angel ears will find more dear 
My heavenly than mv earthly speech ; 

And still, as I draw ni^h to thee, 

Her soul and mine shall closer be. 
1841. 
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THE HERITAGE. 

TuE lich man's son inherits lands, 

And piles of briek, and stone, and gold. 

And he inherits soft white hands. 
And tender flesli that fears the cold. 



hold in fee. 

The rich man's son inherits cares ; 

The bank may break, the fautory hum, 

A breath may burst his bubble shares. 
And soft white hands could liardly earn 
A liTing that would serve his turn ; 

A heritage, it seems to me, 

One scarce would wish to hold in fee. 

The rich man's son inherits wants. 
His stomach craves for dainty, fere ; 

With sated heart, ho hears the panls 
Of toiling hinds with brown arms bare, 
And wearies in his easy chair ; 

A heritage, it seems to ine, 

One scarce would wish to hold in fee. 

What doth die poor man's son inherit ? 

Stout muscles and a anew^ heart, 
A hardy fi'ame, a hardier spirit ; 

King of two hands, he does his part 

In every useful toil and art ; 

A king might wish to hold in fee. 

herif? 
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A I'aiik adjudged by toil-won merit, 
Content tliat fiTiiii employment springS; 
A heart that in his labor stags ; 
A heritage, it seems to me, 
A king might wish to hold in fee. 

What dolii the poor man's son inherit ? 
A palienee learned of being poor, 

Courage, if sorrow come, to bear it, 
A fellow-feeling that is sure 
To make the ouicast bless his door; 

A heritage, it seems to me, 

A king might wish to hold in fee. 

O, rich man's son I there is a toil, 
That with all others level stands ; 

Lat^ charity doth never soil, 

But only whiten, soft white hands, — 
This is the best urop from thy lands ; 

Worth Ming rich to hold in fee. 

O, poor man's son ! scorn not thy state j 
There is worse wearinei^ than thine, ■ 

In merely being rich and great; 
Toil only gives the soul to shine, 
And maJces rest fragrant and benign ; 

A heritage, it seems to me, 

Worth being poor to hold in fee. 

Both, heira to some six feet of sod, 
Are equal in the eai-th at last; 

Both, children of the same dear God, 
Prove title to your heirship vast 
By record of a well-filled past ; 

Well worth a He to hold in fee. 
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THE ROSE; A BALLAD. 



In his tower sat the poet 

Gazing on the roaring sea, 
" Take tEis rose," he siSied, " and thi-ow it 

Where thei-e's none that loveth me. 
On the rock the biQow baisteth 

And ^ks back into the seas, 
But in YMn my spirit Ihirsteth 

So to burat and be at ease. 
Take, O, sea I the tender blossora 

That hath lain ag^nsC my breast ; 
On thy black and angry bosom 

It wiU find a surer rest. 
Life is vain, and love is hollow. 

Ugly death Btan(^ there behind, 
Hate and scorn and hunger follow 

Him that toileth for his kind." 
Forth into the night he hurled it, 

And with bitter snule did mark 
How the snrly tempest whirled it 

Swift into the hungry dark. 
Foam and spray drive back to leeward. 

And the gale, with dreary moan, 
Drifts the helpless blossom seaward, 

Tlirough the breakers all alona. 



Stands a msudeo, on the morrow, 
Mn^ng by tlie wave-beat strand, 

Half in hope and half in sorrow, 
Tracing words upon the sand : 

" Shall I ever then behold him 
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Who hath been my life so long, — 
Ever to this aiuk heart fold him,- — 

Be the spirit of his song ? 
Touch not, sea. the blessea letters 

I have b'aced upon thy shore, 
tjpare liia n^ne whose spii'it fetters 

Mine wjtb love foreveiinore I " 
Swells the (jde and overfiowa it. 

But, ■with omen pure and meet, 
Brings a little rose, and throws it 

numbly at the maadeu's feet. 
Full of bliss she takes the token. 

And, upon her snowy breast. 
Soothes the ruffled petals bi-oken 

With the ocean's fierce unrest. 
" Love is thine, O heart ! and surely 

Peace shall also be thine own, 
for the heart that trusteth purely 

Never long can pine alone." 

In his tower sits the poet. 

Blisses new and strange to him 
Fill his heart and overflow it 

Will a wonder sweet and dim. 
Up the beach the ocean slideth 

With a whisper of delight, 
And the moon in silence glideth 

Through the peacefbl flue of night 
Rippling o'er the poet's shoulder 

Flows a m^den's golden h^r, 
Miuden-lips, with love grown bolder. 

Kiss bis moon-liC for&esd bare. 
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Hope is tniti,— the future giveth 

More than present ttAes away, 
And the soul forever liyeth 

Nearer God from day to day." 
Not a word the maiden uttered. 

Fullest hearts are slow to speak, 
Bat a withered rase-leaf fluttered 

Down upon the poet's cheek. 
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A LKGENB OF BRTTTANY. 
I'AKT FTKWr. 



Faiu as a summei' di-eaiii ivaa Margaret,— 
Sucli dream as in a poet's soul might start, 

Musing of old loves while the moon doth set : 
Her hmr waa not more Bunny than her heart, 

Though like a natural golden coronet 
It cii'oled her dear head with eareleas art, 

Mocking the sunshine, tliat would fain have lent 

To itg frank gi-ace a rkbuy oi 



His loved-one's eyes could poot ever speak, 
So kind, so dewy, and 60 deep were hers,— 

But, while he atrivea, the choicest phrase, too wei; 
Their glad reflection in his spirit blurs ; 

As one may see a dream dissolve and bre^ 
Out of his ffl'asp when he to tell it stirs, 

Like that sad Dryad doomed no more to bless 

The mortal who revealed her loveliness. 



She dwelt fowver in a region bright, 
Feopled with living fancies of her own, 

Where nought could come but vi^ons of delight. 
Far, far aloof ^■om eartli's el«mal moan ; 

A summer cloud thrilled throngh with rosy light, 
Floating beneath the blue sky all alone. 

Her spirit wandered by ilself, and won 

A. golden edge from some unsetting sun. ■ 
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The heart grows richer diat its lot is poor,— - 
God blesses want with lai^er sympatliies, — 

Love eaters gladliest at the Bumble door, 

And makes the cot a palace with Lis eyes ; — 

80 Margaret's heart a softer beauty wore. 
And grew in gentleness and patience wise. 

For she was but a simple berdsinan's child, 

A lily chance-sown in the rugged wild. 



There was no beauty of tbe wood or field 
But she its fragrant boEom-seeret knew, 

Nor any but to her would freely yield 

Some grace liiat in her soul foot root i 

Nature to her glowed ever new-revealed, 

All rosy fresn with innocent morning dew. 
And looked into her heart with dim, eweet eyee 
Tli3t left it full of sylvan memories. 



0, what a face was hers to bri«hteu light, 
And ^ve back sunshine with an added glow. 

To wile each moment with a fresh delight. 

And part of memory's best contentment grow ! 

0, how her voice, as wili an inmate's right, 
Into the strangest heart would welcome go, 

And make it sweet, and ready to become 

Of white and gracious thoughts the chosen home ! 

vii. 
None looked upon her but he straightway thought 

Of all the greenest depths of country cheer. 
And into each one's heart was freshly brought 

What was to him Oie sweetest time of year. 
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So was her every look and motioo fraught 
With out-of-door delights and forest lei"e 
Not the first violet on a woodland lea 
Seemed a more visible gjft of Spring than 



Is love learned only out of poets' hooks ? 

Is there not somewhat in the dropping flood, 
And in the nunneries of silent nooks, 

And in the murmured longing of the wood, 
That could make Margaret dream of lovelorn 

And stir a thrilling mystery in her blood 
Mora trembly secret than Aui'ora's tear 
Shed in the boaom of an eglaterre ? 

full many a sweet forewarning hath the mmd. 
Full many a whispering of vague desire, 

Ere comes me nature destined tti unbind 
Ita yjrpn zone, and all its deeps inspire,— 

Low Blimn"3 in the leaves, befoi-e the wind 
Wakes all the green strings of the foi'est lyre, 

Faint heatings in the calyx, era the rose 

Ita warm voluptuous breast doth all unclose." 



Long in its, dim recesses pines the spirit, 
Wildered and dark, despairingly alone ; 

Though many a shape of beauty wander near it. 
And many a wild and half-remembered tone 

1'i-emble from tlio divine abyss to cheer it, 
Yet still it knows that there is only one 

Before whom it can kneel and tribute bring. 

At once a happy vassal and a king. 
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To feel a. want, yet aearce know what it ia, 
To seek one nature that is ^ways new, 

Whose glance is warmer than another's kiss, 
Whom we can bare our inmost beauty to, 

Nor feel deserted afterwaavJa,^ — for this 
But ivith our destined co-mate we can do, — 

Such longing instinet Alls the mighty scope 

Of the young soul with one mysterious hope. 



So Mai^aret'a heart grew brimming with the lora 
Of love's enticing secrets ; and although 

She had found none to east it down before, 
Yet oft to Fancy's chapel she would go 

To pay her vows, and count the rosary o'er 
Of her love's promised graces ; — haply so 

Miranda's hone had pictured Ferdinand 



A new-made star that swims the lonely gloom, 
Unwedded yet and longing for the sun. 

Whose beams, the bride^ifta of the lavish groom, 
Blithely to crown the vii"gin planet run. 

Her being was, watching to see the bloom 
Of love's fresh sunrise roofing one by one 

Its clouds with gold, a triumph-arch to be 

For him who came to hold her heart in fee. 



Not far fi-ora Maigarefs cottage dwelt a knight 
Of tlie proud 'Templars, a sworn celibate, 

Whose heart in secret fed upon the light 
And dew of her ripe beauty, through the grate 
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Of his close vow eatching what gleams he might 

Of th^ iree heaven, and cursing — all too late— 
The cruel faith whose hlack walls hemmed him 



And turned life's 



For ha had met her in the wood by chance. 
And, liavinff drunk her beauty's wildering spe 

His heart shook like the pennon of a tance 
That quivers in a breeze's sudden swell, 

And thenceforth, in a close-enfolded trance. 
From mistily golden deep to deep he fell ; 

Till earth did waver and ffide far away 

Beneath the hope in whose warm arms he lay. 



A dark, proud man he was, whoso lialf-bloivn 

Had shed, its hlossoms even in opening, 
Leaving a few that with more winning ruth 

Trembling around grave manhood's st«m might 
cling. 
More sad than cheery, making, in good sooth, 

Like the fringed gentian, a late autumn spring ; — 
A twilipht natnre, braided light and gloom, 
A youth half-smiling by an open tomo. 

XVII. 
Fair as an angel, who yet inly wore 

A wrinkled heart foreboding his near fall ; 
Who saw him alway wished to kaow him more, 

As if he were some fate's defiant thrall 
And nursed a dreaded secret at its core ; 

Little he loved, but power most of all, 
And that he seemed to acorn, as one who knew 
By what foul paths men choose to crawl thereto. 
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He had been noble, but some great deceit 
Had turned his better instinct to a vice : 

He strove to think the world was all a cheat, 
That power and fame were cheap at any prlci^ 

That the sure way of being shortly great 
Was even to play life's game with loaded dipe, 



Yet Margarefa sin;ht redeemed him for a space 
From his own Siraldom ; man could never be 

A hypocrite when first such maiden grace 
Smiled in upon his heart; the f^ony 

Of wearing all day long a lying face 

Fell lightly from him, and, a moment free. 

Erect with wakened faith hia spirit stood 

And scorned the weakness of its demon-mood. 

XX. 

Like a sweet wind-harp to him was her thought, 
Which would not let the common air come near, 

Till from its dim enchantment it had caixght 
A mndcal tenderness that brimmed his ear 

With sweetness more ethereal than aught 
Save silver-dropping snatohes that whilere 

Eained down from HOme sad angel's faithful harp 

To coo! her fallen lover's anguish shai'p. 



Deep in the forest was a little dell 
High overarched with the leafy sweep 

Of a broad o^, throngh whose gnarled roots there 
fell 
A slender rill that sung itself asleep, 
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Po please the fairy folk ; breafhlesslj deep 
e stillness was, save when the dreaming brook 
om ila small um a drizzly murmiir shook. 



The wooded hills sloped upward all around 
With gradual rise, aiid made an even rim, 

So that it seemed a mighty casque unbound 
From some huge lltan's brow to lighten him, 



XXIII. 

Dim vjstaa, sprinkled o'er with sun-fleeked green, 
Wound through the thiokEet trunks on every 

And, toward the west, in fancy might be seen 
A gothic window in its blazing pride. 

When the low sun, two arching elms between, 
Lit up tlie leaves beyond, which, autumn-dyed 

With lavish hues, would into splendor start, 

Sh(\mi(ig the labored panes of richest art. 



Saw Margaret come ; unseen, the falcon slirunk 
From the meek dove; sharp thrills of tingling 

Made him forget that he was Towed a monk, 

And all the outworks of his pride o'ereame ; 
Floodfid he seemed with bright delicious pain, 
As if a star bad buret within his brain. 
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Sudli power hath heauty and frank ii 

A flower bloomed forth, that sunshine glad to 

Even from his love's long leafless stem.; the 

Of eitile from Hope's happy realm grew less, 
And thoughts of childish peace, he knew not 
whence, 
Thronged round his heart with many an old 



She turned and saw him, hut she felt no dread. 

Her putitj, like adamantine mdl, 
Md so encircle her ; and yet her head 

She drooped, and made her golden hair her 

Through which a glow of rosiest lustre spread, 

Then faded, and anon she stood all pale. 
As snow o'er which a blush of northern-light 
Suddenly reddens, and as soon grows white. 

sxvii. 

She thought of Tristrem and of Lancilot, 

Of all her dreams, and of kind fairies' might, 

And how that deli was deemed a hauat«d spot. 
Until there grew a mist before her sight, 

And where the present was she half forgot. 

Borne backward through the realms of old de- 
Ught,— 

Then, staining up awake, she would have gone, 

Yet almost wished it might not be alone. 
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low they went home together tlii-ough the wood, 
And how all life seemed focussed into one 

?liought-dazzling spot that set ablaze the blood, 
What need to t^ ? Kt language there is none 

'or the heart's deepest things. Who ever wooed 
As in his boyish hope he would have done ? 

':'ir, when the soul is fullest, the hushed tongue 

' oicekssly ti-emhles like a lute unstrung. 



J-ut all things carry the heart's messages 
And know it not, nor doth the heart well 

iut nature hath her will ; even as the bees, 
Blitlie go-betweens, fly sinfflng to and fro 

vVith the fruib<[uiekening poUea ;— hard if these 
Found not some all unthought-of way to show 

riieir secret each to each ; and so they did, 

'ind one heart's flower-dust into the othei' slid. 



Toung hearts are free ; the selfish world it is 
That turns them miserly and cold as stone, 

^nd makes them clutch their finders on the bliss 
Whieh but in gjving truly is their own ; — 

^he had no dreams of barter, asked not his. 
But gave hers freely as she would have thrown 

A rose to him, or as that rose ^ves foi-Ui 

Ifa generous fragrance, thoughtless of its worth. 



Hgi' summer nature fe!t a need to bless. 
And a like longing to be blest i^Mn ; 

So, from her sky-like spirit, eenlleness 
Dropt ever like a sunlit fall of rain, 
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And Ha beneath dranic in the bright caress 

As thiratily as would a parched plain. 
That long hath watched the showers of sloping 

gray 
Forever, ever, falling far away. 



How should she dream of iU ? the heart fiUu l 

With sunshine, lite the shcpherd's-clock at nooi i 
Closes its leaves around its wann delight; 

Whate'er in life is harsh or out of tune 
Is all shut out, no boding shade of light 

Can pierce the opiate ether of its swoon ; 
Love 19 but blind as thoughtful justice is, 
But nought can be so wanton-blind as bhss. 



All beauty and all life he was to her ; 

She questioned not his love, she only knew 
That she loved him, and not a pulse could stir 

In her whole frame but quivered through and 
through 
With this glad thought, and was a minister 

To do him fealty and service true, 
Like golden ripples hasting to the land 
To wreck their freight of sunshine on the strand. 



dewy dawn of love I ,0 hop^ that are 

Hung high, like the-cliffi^wallow's perilous nest, 

Most like to fall when fullest, and that jar 
With every heavier billow I unrest 

Than balmiest deeps of quiet sweeter far ! 

How did ye triumph now in Margaret^a breast, 

Making it readier to shrink and start 

Than quivering gold of the pond-lily's heavt ! 
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r^Iere let ua pause, and tor a moment sever 

This gleam of eunsbine from the days unrtitli 
[ 'hat sometime come to all, for it is good 
L.'o Lengthen to the last a sunny mood. 



PART SECOND, 



As one who, froiruthe sunshine and the green, 
Enters the solid darkness of a eave. 

Nor knows what precipice or ^it nnseen 
May yawn before him with its sudden grave, 

And, with hushed breath, doth oflen fonvard lean, 
Dreaming he hears the plashing of a wave 

rUraly below, or feels a dampev air 

where ; — ■ 



So, from the sunshine and the green of love. 
We enter on our story's darker part ; 

And.-though the horror of it well may move 
An impulse of repugnance in the heart, 

Yet let us think, that, as there's naught above 
The all-embracing atmosphere of Art, 

So also there is nought that falls below 

Her generous roach, though grimed with guilt 
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Her fittest triumph is to show that gooci 
Lnrka in the hetirt of evil eveitnore, 
That love, though scorned, and outcast, and wilii 

Can without end foi^ve, and yet have store ; 
God's love and man'a are of the self-same blood, 

And He uan see tliat always at the door 
Of foulest hearts the angel-natui"a yet 
Knocks to retnm and cancel all its debt. 



It ever is weak falsehood's destiny 

That her thick mask turns crystal to let througl 
The unsuspicious eyes of honesty ; 

But Margaret's heart was too sincere and true 
Aught but plain truth and faithfulness to see, ~ 

And Mordred's for a time a liWe grew 
To be like hers, won by the mild reproof 
Of those kind eyes that kept all doubt aloof. 



Full oft they met, as dawn and twihght meet 

In northern climes ; she full of growing day 
As he of darkness, which before her feet 
Shrank gradual, and faded quite away, 
Soon to return ; for power had made k>ve sweet 
■ To him, and, when his will had giuned full sway 
The taste began to pall ; for never power 
Can sate the hungry soul beyond an houi 



He fell as doth the tempter ever fall. 
Even ill the gaining of his, loathsome end ; 

God doth not work as man works, but makes all 
The crookftfl paths of ill to goodness tend ; 
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J'jet him judge Margaret ! If to be the thrall 

Of love, and faitt too generous to defend 
Its very life fi-omfaim ale loved, be sin, 
XVliat hope of grace may the aeducer win ? 

Grim-hearted world, that look'st with Levite eyi 
On those poor fallen by too much f^th in ma: 

She that upon thy freezing threshold lies. 

Starved to more anning by thy savage ban,— 

Seeking that refiige because foulest vice 
More godlike than thy v 

Shuts out the wretched only,— 

To enter Heaven than thou wilt c 



Thou wilt not let her wash thy dainty feet 

With such salt things as tears, or with rude hair 

Dry them, soft Pharisee, that sit'st at meat 

With him who made her such, and speak'st him 
fair, 

Leaving God's wandering lamb the while to bleat 
Unheeded, shivering in the pitiless air : 

Thou bast made prisoned virtue show more wan 

And hazard than a vice to look upon. 



Now many months flew by, and weary grew 
To Ma^ret the sight of happy things; 

Bhght fell on all her flowers, instead of dew ; 
Shut round her heart were now the joyous 
■mngs 

Wherewith it wont to soar ; yet not untrue, 
Though tempted much, her woman's nature 

To its firet pure belief, and with sad eyes 
Looks backv/ard o'er the gato of Paradise. 
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le less oft, 
g had iaugheiS 
before, 
In his strange eyes, yet Lalf her sadneas doffed. 

And in her silent patience loved him more : 
Sorrow had made hev soft heart yet more spft. 

And a new life within her own she bore ' 
Which made her tenderer, aa she felt it move 
Beneath her breast, a refuge for her love. 



This babe, she thought, would surely bring him 

And be a bond forever them between ; 
Before its eyes the sullen tempeet-raek 

Would fade, and leave the face of heaven ' se- 

And love's return doth more than fill the lack, 

Which in his absence withered the heart's green ; 
And yet a dim foreboding still would flit 
Between her and her hope W darken it. 



She could not figure forth a happy fate, 

Even for this life from heaven so newly come ; 

The earth must needs be doubly desolate 
To him scarce parted fi'om a faii'er home ; 

Such boding beaviev on her bosom sate 

One night, as, standing in the twilight gloam. 

She sti'ained her eyes beyond that dizzy verge 

At whose foot fiUDtly breaks the future's surge. 

XIII. 

Poor little spirit ! naught but shame and woe 
NuTSG the sick heart whose lifeblood n iirses thint 
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Yet not those only ; love hath triumphed so, 
As for diy sake makes sorrow more divine : 

H^nii yet, though thou be pure, the world is foe 
To purity, if born iu such a shrine ; 

And, having trampled it for struggling thence, 

Smiles to itself, and calls it Providence. 



As thus she mused, a shadow seemed k 
From out her thought, and turn to d 

All blissful hopes and sunny memories. 

And the quick blood doth cui-dle up and press 

About her heart, which seemed to shut its eyes 
And hush ilaelf, as who with shuddering guess 

Harks through the gloom and dreads e'en now to 
feel 

Through his hot bre^t the icy slide of steel. 



But, at that heart-beat, while in dread slie was. 
In the low wind the honeysuckles gleam, 

A dewy thrill flits through the heavy grasa. 
And, looking forth, she saw, as in a dream. 

Within the wood the moonlin;iira shadowy mass ; 
Night's starry heai-t yearning to hers doth seem. 

And the deep sky, full-hearted with the moon, 

Folds round her all the happiness of June. 



What fear could face a heaven and earth like 
this? 
What silveriest cloud could hang 'neath such a 
sky? 
A tide of wondrous and unwonted bliss 

Kolls back through all her pulses suddenly, 
As if some seraph, who had learned to kiss 
From the -fair daughters of the world gone by. 
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Now seek me Mordred : He vflio did not (ear 
Tlie crime, yet fears the latent consequence : 

If it slioiild reach a brothor Templar's ear,- 
It haply might be made a good pretence 

To cheat him of the hope he held most dear ; 
For he had spared no thought's or deed's c: 
pease, 



That, by-and-by might help his wish to clip 
larlmg bride, — -Sie high gi 



Tts darling bride, — -Sie high grand mastership. 



The apathy, ere a crime resolved is done. 
Is scarce less dreadful than remorse for crime ; 

By no allurement can the soul be won 

From brooding o'er the weary creep of time : 

Mordred stole forth into the happy sun, 
Striving to hum a scrap of Breton rhyme, 

But the sky struck him speechless, and he tried 
' ■ n up his callous pride. 



In the Goni't-yard a fountain leaped alway, 
A Triton blowing jewels thi-ough his shell 

Into the sunshine; Mordred turned away, 
Weary because the stone face did not tell 

Of weariness, nor could he bear to-day, 

Heai'taick, to hear the patient sink and swell 

Of winds among the leaves, or golden bees 

Drowsily humming in the orange-ti-oes. 



All happy aghts and sounds now came to him 
Like a reproach ; he wandered far and ividc. 
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Following the lead of iis imqiiiet whim. 

Bub stilt there went a something at his side 
Tliat made the cool breeze hot, the sunsliine 

It would not flee, it could not he defied, 
He could not see it, hut he felt it there, 
By the damp chiU that crept among his hair. 



Day wore at last; the evening star arose, 
And throbbing in the sky grew red and set; 

Then with a guilly, warering step he goes 
To the hid noolc whei-e they so oft had met 

la happier season, for his heart well knows 
That he is sure to find poor Margaret 

Watching and wEuting there with loveloi-n breast 

Around her young dream's rudely scattered nest 



Why follow here that grim old chronicle 

Which counis the dagger-strokes and drops of 
blood? 

Enough that Margaret by his mad steel fell, 
Unmoved by mui'der from her fmsling mood, 

SmiUng on liim as Heaven smiles on. Hell, 
With a sad love, remembering when he stood 

Not fallen yet, the unsealer of her heart. 

Of all her holy dreams the holiest part. 

His crime complete, searee knowing what he did, 
(So goes the tale,) beneath the altar there 

In the high church the stiffening corpse he hid. 
And then, to 'scape that suffocafin^ air, 

Like a scared ghonle out of the porcb he slid ; 
But his strained eyes aaw bloodspote every- 
where, 
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I LBSEND OF I 



His heart went out within Mm, like a spark 
Dropt in the sea ; wherever he made bold 

To turn his eyes, he saw, all stiff and atavk. 
Pale Margaret lying dead ; the lavish gold 

Of her loose hair seemed in the cloudy dark 
To spread a glory, and a thousandfold 

More strangely pale and beauiafiil she grow r 

Her Mlence stabbed his c — -"•■•-■•" •' "i^ 

through : 



Or yifflons of past days, — a mother's eyes 
That smiled down on the {air boy at her knee, 

Whoae happy upturned fe«e to hers replies,— 
He saw sometimes : or Margaret mournfully 

Gazed on him itttl of doubt, m one who tries 
To crush belief that does love injury ; 

Then she would wring her hands, but soon again 

Love's patience glimmered out through doudy 

Meanwhile he (lared not go and steal aivay 
The silent, dead-cold witness of bis sin ;. 

Be had not feared the life, but that dull clay. 
Those open eyes that showed the death within. 

Would surely stare him mad ; yet all the day 
A dreadfiil impulse, whence his will could win 

No refuge, made Mm linger in the aisle, 

Freezing with his wan look each greeting smile. . 

How, on the second day thei-e was to be 
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A LEGEND OJP BKITl'ANY. 60 

A fKStivai in cliureli ; from far and neftf 
Came llotking ia the siinbarnt peasantry, 

And knighte and dames with stately antique 
cheer, 
Blazing mitJi pomp, as if all faerie 

Had emptied her quaint haJls, or, aa it were. 
The illominated mai^e of some old book, 
AVhile we were gazing, life and motion took. 



Wben all were entered, and the roving eyes 
Of all were atdd, some upon faces bright, 

Some on the priests, some on the Iraceries 
Tliat decked the sluoiber of a marble knight, 

And all the rustlings oyer that ai'ise 
From recognizing tokens of delight. 

When friendly glances meet, — then alent ease 

Spread o'ev the multitude by slow degrees. 

Then swelled the organ : up through choir an' 

The music ti'embled with an inward thrill 
Of bliss at its own grandeur ; ware on wave 

Its flood of mellow thunder rose, until 
The hushed tar shivered with the throb it gave, 

Then, poising for a moment, Jt stixid stiU, 
And sank; and rose a^ain, to burst in spray 
That wandered into silence far away. 



Like to a mighty heart the music seemed, 
That yearns with melodies it cannot speak, 

Until, in grand despair of what it dreamed, 
In the agony of effort it doth break. 

Yet triumphs breaking ; on it rushed and etreained 
And wantoned in its might, as when a lake. 
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Long pent among the mountains, bursts its walls 
And in one crowaing gush leaps forth and fiiUs, 



Deeper and deeper sliudders shook the air, 
As the huge baas kept gathering heavily, 

Like thunder when it rouses in its lair, 

And with its hoarse growl sliakes the !ow-huii 

It grsw up like a darkness everywhere, 

FiQing the vast cathedral ;— suddenly, 
From the dense mass a boy'a clear treble broke 
Like lightning, and the full-toned choir awoke. 



Through gorgeous windows shone the sun aslant. 
Brimming tlie church with gold and purple 

Meet atmosphere to bosoin that rich chant, 

Where fifty voices in one strand did twist 
Their varicolored tones, and left no want 



The organ heaved its suites to and fro. 



As if a lark should suddenly drop dead 

While the blue air yet trembled with its song, 

So snapped at once that music's golden tliread. 
Struck by a nameless fear that leapt along" 

Fi-om heart to heart, and like a shadow apixiad 
With instantaneous shiver through the thi-ong, 

So that some glanced behind, as half awai-e 

A hideous shape of dread were standing there. 



.s when a crowd of pale n 
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Watching an eddy in tlio leaden deep, 
From which they deem the borly of one drowned 

Will be cast forth, from face to face doth ci-eep 
An eairer dread that holds all tongues fast hound 

Until the horror, with a ghastly leap, 
Starts np, its dead bine arms stretched aimlessly, 
Heaved with the swinging of the oaroloia sea, — ■ 

XXXV. 
So in the faces of all these there grew, 

Ag by one impulse, a dai'lt, freezing awe, 
^Vhieh, with afearfial ftscinatiottdrow 

All eyes toward flie altar ; damp and raw 
The air gi-ew suddenly, and no man knew 

Whether perchance his alent neighbor saw 
Tlie dreadful thing which all were sure would 

To scare the str^ned lids wider from their eyes. 



The incense trembled aa it upward sent 
Its alow, uncertiun thread of wandering blue, 

An 'twere the only living element 
In ail the church, so deep the stillness grow ; 

It seemed one might have heard it, as it went, 
Give out an audible rustle, curling through 

The midnight silence of tliat ame-strack air. 

More hushed than death, tbough so much life w: 



Nothing they saw, but a low voice was heard 
Thrwiding tJie oajinous silence of that fear, 

Gentle and (errorless as if a bird. 
Wakened by some volcano's glare, should cheer 

The murk sur with his song ; yet every word 
In the cathedral's farthest arah seemed near, 
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xxxvm. 
" O Rest, to weavy hearta thou art most dear I 

O Silence, after life's bewildenDg din, 
Thou art most welcome, wliether in the sear 

Days of our age thou oomest, or we win 
Thy. poppy-wreath iu youth I then wherefore here 

Linger I yet, once Wee to enter in 
At that wished gate which gentle Death doth ope. 
Into the boundless realm of sti-ength and hope ? 

xxsix. 

" Think not in death my love could ever cease ; 

If thou wast false, more need there is for me 
Still to be true ; that slumber were not peace, 

If 'twere unvisited with dreams of thee : 
And thou hadst never heard such words as these. 

Save that in heaven 1 must ever be 
Most comfortless and wretched, seeing this 
Onr unbaptized babe shut out from bliss. 



" This little spirit with imploring eyes 
Wanders alone the dreary wild of space ; 

The shadow of his pain forever lies 

Upon my soul in this new dwelling-place ; 

His loneliness mak^ me in Paradise 
More lonely, and, unless I see his face. 

Even here for grief could I Ue down and die, 

Save for my carse of immovtaJity. 



" World after world he sees around him swim 

Crowded with happy souls, that take, no heed 
Of tiie sad eyes that from the night's faint rim 
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Gaze sick with longing on them as tliey speed 
With golden gates, tliat only shut out him ; 

And shapes sometimes from EeU's abysses freed 
Flap darkly by him, with enoi-mous sweep 
Of mngs that roughen wide the pitchy deep. 

" I am a mother,— ^spirits do not shalte 

This much of earfli frmn them, — andlmust pint 

Till I cam feel hii little hands, and take 
His weary head upon this heart of mine ; 

And, might it be, full gladly for his sate 
Would I this solitude of bliss resign, 
. And be shut out of Heaven to dwell with him 

Forever in that silence drear and dim. 



"I strove to bush.my soul, and would not speak 
At fii-st, for thy dear salte ; a woman's love 

Is mighty, but a mother's heart is weak. 
And by its weakness overcomes ; I strove 

To smother bitter thoughts with patience meek. 
But Blill in the abysa my soul would rove, 

Seeking my child, and di-ove me here to clfum 

The rite that gives him peace in Christ's dear namt 



" I iit and weep while blessed spirite sing ; 

I can but long and pine the while they praise 
And, leaning o'er the wall of Heaven, I fling 

My voice to where I deem my infant strays, 
Like a robbed bird that cries in vain to bring 

Her nestlings back beneath her wings' embra, 
But still he answers not, and I but know 
That Heaven and earth are both alike in woe." 
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Then the pale priesis, with cereiuoiiy due, 
Baptized the ehild within its dreadful tomh 

Beneath that mother's heart, whose instinct trao 
Star-like had battled down the triple gloom 

Of sorrow, love, and death: yonng maidens, too, 
Strewed, the pale corpse with many a militwhilfl 
bloom. 

And parted die bright hair, and on the breast 

Crossed the unconscious hands in sign of rest 



Some said, that, whan the priest had sprinkled o' 

The consecrated drops, they seemed to hear 
A sigh, aa of some heart from trayail sore 

Keleaaed, and then two voices sin^ng clear, 
Misereatvr Deus, more and more, 
. Fading ftr upward, and their ghastly fear 
Fell from them with that sound, as bodies fall 
From souls upspringing to celestial hall. 
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PROMETHEUS. 

Onb alter one tie Btara have risen and set, 
f jparkling upon tlie hoarfrost on my ch^n : 
-riie Bear, that prowled all nislit about the fold 
Of the Novth-abar, hath shrunk into his den, 
ticared by the blithesome footsteps of lie Dawn, 
'Whose blushing smile floods all the Orient ; 
And now bright Lutafer ^ns less and less,' 
Jlnto the heaven's blue quiet deep-withdrawn, 
tiunless and starless all, the desert sky 
, Arahes above me, empty as fliis heart 
'For ages bath been empty of all joy, , 
.Exeopt to brood upon ita silent hope, 
-As o'er its hope of day tlie sky doth now. 
All night have I heard voices : deeper yet 
The deep low breathing af the silence grew, 
While si. about, mufflt^ in awe, there stood 
Shadows, or forms, or both, eleaivfelt at heart, 
But, when I turned to front them, far along 
0]i!y a shudder through the midnight ran, 
And the dense stillness walled me closer round. 
-But still I heard them wander up and down 
Tliat solitude, and flappings of dusk wings 
S>id itiingle with them, whether of those hags 
;Cet sUp upon me once from Hades deep, 
Or of yet direr tormente, if such be, 
I could but guess ; and then toward me came 
A shape as of a woman ; very pale 
It was, and calm ; its coU eyes did not move, 
And mine moved not, but only stai-ed on them. 
Their fixed awo went through my brain hke ice ; 
A skeleton hand seemed clutohing at my heart, 
And a shaip chill, as if a dank night fog 
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Suddenly closed rac in, was all I felt: 

And lUen, methoiight, I heaitl a freezing sigh, 

A long, deep, shivering sigh, aa from blue tips 

Stiffening in deatli, close to mine ear, I thought 

Some doom was close upon me, and I looked 

And saw the red moon through the heavj' mist, 

Just setting, and it seemed as it were felling, 

Or reeling to its fell, bo dim and dead 

And paleyTStrock it looked. ITien all sounda 

Into the rising surges of the pines, 

Whiuh, leagues helow me, clothing the gaunt loins 

Of ancient Caucasus with liiury strength, 

Sent up a murmur in the morning wind, 

Sa^l as the wdl that from the populous earth 

All day and night to high Olympua soars, 

Fit incense to my wicked throne, Jove I 

From off my lips, for I will tell thy doom. 
And are these tears ? Nay, do not triumph, Jove I 
They are wrung ftom me but by the agonies 
Of prophecy, like those ^arse drojts which fall 
From eiouds in travail ofthe lightning, when 
The great wave of the storm high-eurled and black 
Eolls steadily onward to its thunderous break. 
Why art thou made a god of, thou poor type 
Of anger, and revenge, and cunning force ? 
True Power was never bora of brutish Strength, 
Nor sweet Trulih suckled at the sha^y dugs 
Of that old she-wolf. Are thy thunderbolts. 
That quell the darkness for a space, so strong 
As the prevailing patience of meek Light, 
"Who, w»th the invmcible tenderness of peace, 
Wins it to be a porfion of herself? 
Why art thou made a god of, thou, who hast 
The never-sleeping terror at thy heart, 
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L'bat birthright of all tyrants, ■worse to bear 
[.'han this fliy ravening binl on which I smile ? 
C'hou swear'st to free me, if I will unfold 
'Vhat hind of doom it is whose omen flits 
i.crosa thy heart, as o'er a troop of doves 
Che fearful shadow of the kite. What need 
,'o know that truth whose knowledge cannot save ? 
I'vil its errand hath, as well as Good ; 
When liine is finished, tioii art known no more : 
r here is a higher purity than thou, 
' >nd higher purity is greater sti'ength ; 
by nature is thy doom, at which thy heart 

.'rembles behind the thick wall of tlij- might. 

et man but hope, andthou art straightway chilled 

flth thought of that drear silence and deep niglit 
■Vhioh, like a dream, shall swallow thee and thine : 

.,et man but will, and thou art god no more, 

tXore capable of niin than the gold 

iiid ivory that image thee on earth. 

le who hurled down the monstiuus Titan-brood 

llicded with lightnings, with rough thunders 
stunned, 

s weaker tharr a simple human thought. 

ily slender yrace can shake thee, as the breeze, 

!'hat seems but apt to stjr a maiden's hair, 

Iwaji huge Oceanus fiiam pole to pole ; 

\)r I am still Prometheus, and foreknow 

11 my wise heart the end and doom of all. 

Yes, I am still PrometJieus, wiser grown 
• y years of solitude, — that holds apart 
'iie past and ftiture, giving the soul room 
'o search into itself, — and long commune 
Vith tliis eternal silence ;— -more a god, 
1 my long-suffering and strengtli 10 meet 
i'ith equS front the i^rest shmts of fate, 
'ban thou in thy fMut-bearted despotism. 
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Girt with tliy baby-toj's of foi-ce and ivratli. 

loa, I am that Prometheus who brought down 

The light to man, whicli tJiou, in selfish fejir, 

Hadst to th jself usurped, — his ^ sole right, 

For Man hath right to all save Tyranny, — 

And whicb sh^ free him yet from thy friul throntJ 

Tyrants are but the spawn of Ignorance, 

Begotten by the alaTes they trample on, 

Who, could they win a glimmer d" the light, 

And see that Tyranny is always weakness, 

Or Fear with its own bosom ill at ease, 

Would laiigh away in soorn the sand-wove chain 

Which their own blindness feigned for adamant 

Wrong ever builds on quicksands, but the Right 

To the firm centre lays its moveless base. 

The tyrant trembles, if the air but stirs 

The innocent ringlets of a child's free hair, 

And crouches, when the thought of some grea. 

spirit. 
With world-vride murmur, like a rising gale, 
Over men's hearts, as over standing com. 
Rushes, and bends thero lo'its own sti-ong will. 
So shall some thought of mine yet circle earth. 
And puff away thy crumhhng altars, Jove ! 

And, wouldat then know of my supreme revenge 
Poor tyrant, even now dethroned in heart, 
Realmless in soul, as tyrants ever are, 
Listen I and tell me if this bitter peak. 
This never^^lutted vulture, and these chains 
Sluink not before it; for it shall befit 
A sorrow-taught, unconguered I^tan-heart. 
Men, when theii death is on them, seem to st&od 
On a precipitcna crag that overhangs 
The abyss of doom, and in that depth to eee, 
Ab in a glass, the features dim and vast 
Of things to come, the shadows, as it seems, 
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Of what have been. Death ever fronts the w 
Wot feiu-fully, but with dear promises 
I.')!' larger life, on whose broad vans upborne. 
Their out-look widens, and they see beyond 
The horizon of the Present and the Past, 
Hven to the very source and end of things. 
Buch am I now: immortal woe hath made 



!irhe sure aupremeness of the Beautiful, 
liy all the martyrdoms made doubly sure 
Of such as I am, this is my revenge, 
VVhich of ray wrongs builds a triumphal arch, 
'through which I see a sceptre and a thi-one. 
fhe pipings of glad shepherds oa the hills, 
Fending the flodts no more to bleed for thee, — 
The songs of maidens presang with white feet 
'-The vint^e on thine altars poured no more, — 
The murmurous bliss of lovers, underneath 
r>im grape-vine bowers, whose rosy hunches press 
Not hall so closely their warm cheeks, unpaled 
By thoughts of thy brute lust, — the hive-lDte hum 
Of peaceftil commonwealths, where sunburnt Toil 
Reaps for itself the rich eartJi made its own 
By lis own labour, lightened with glad hymns 
To an omnipotence which thy mad bolts 
Would cope with as a spark with the vast sea, — 
lilven the spirit of fi'ee love and peace, 
l[)uty's sure recompense through life and death, — 
These are such harvests bs all master-spirits 
!fieap, haply not on earth, but reap no less 
i'iecaiise the sheaves are bound by hands not 

These are the bloodless dasgora wherewithal 
They slab fallen tyrants, tins their high revenge ; 
For their beat part of life on earth is when, 
LoHg after death, prisoned and pent no moi-e. 
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so 

Theii' thoughts, their wild dreams e^ec, have 

become 
Part (rf the necessary air men breathe ; 
When, like {be moon, herself behind a cloud, 
They shed down light before as on life's sea, 
That cheers us to steer onward stjll in hope. 
Earth with her twining niemories ivies o'er 
Their holy sepulchres ; the chainless sea, 
In tempest or wide calm, repeats their thoughts ; 
The lightning and the thunder, all free things, 
Have legends of tbem for the ears of men. 
All other glories are as falling stars, 
Bat universal Nature watches theirs: 
Such strength is won by love of human kind. 

Not that 1 feel that hunger after fame, 
Wbieh souls of a half-greatness are beset with ; 
But that the memory of noble deeds 
Cries, shame upon Uie idle and tiie vile, 
And keeps the heart of Man forever up 
To the heroic level of old time. 
To be foi^ot at first is Uttle piun 
To a heart conscioaa of such high intent 
As must be deathless on the lips of men ; 
Sut, having been a name, to sink and be 
A something which the world can do without, 
Which, having been or not, would never change 
The bghtest pulse of fate, — this is indeed 
A cup of bitterness the worst to taste, 
And this thy heart shall empfy to the dregs. 
Endless despair shall be thy Caucasus, 
And memory thy vulture \ thou wilt find 
Oblivion far lonelier tlian this peak,^- 
Behold thy destiny I Thou thmk'st it much 
That I should brave thee, miserable god 1 
But I have braved a mightier than thou, 
Even Lhe tempting of tins soaring lieai-t. 
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Wliicili miglit liaye made mc, scarcely less than 

A god araoiig my brethren weak and blind, — 
Searae less than thou, a pitiable thing 
To be down-trodden into darkness soon. 
But now I am above thee, for thou art 
The bungling workanaiiBhip of fear, the block 
That awes tie swart Barbarian ; but I 
Am wliat myself have made, — a nature wise 
With finding in itself the tn)ee of all,— 
With watehing trom the dim verge of the time 
What things to be are yisible in Sie gleams 
Thrown forward on them firan the luminous past, — 
Wise with the history of its own frail heart. 
With reverence and sorrow, and with love, 
Broad as the world, for freedom and for man. 

Tliou and all strength shall crumble, except 

15y whom and for whose glory,' ye shall cease : 

And, when thou art but a dim moaning heard 

.Prom out the pitiiesa glooms of Chaos, I 

■Shall be a power and a memory, 

A name to fright ail tyrants with, a light 

lljnaetting as the pole-star, a great voice 

-Heard in the breathless pauses of the fight 

By truth and freedom ever waged with wrong, 

(jlear as a silver trumpet, to awake 

Huge echoes that from age to age live on 

in kindred spirits, giving them a sense 

Of boundless power from boundless suffering 

■wrung: 
-And many a glazing eye shall smile to see 
Tlie memory of my triumph, (for to meet 
Wrong with endurance, and to overeome 
The present with a heart that looks beyond. 
Are triumph,) like a prophet eagle, porch 
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upon tie eacred banoer of the Bjghf. 
Evil gtringB up, and flowers, and beara no seed, 
And feeds the greeo earlii yrith its swift decay, 
Leaving it richer, for the growth of truth ; 
Eat Good, once pu6 in aetioa or in thonght, 
Like a strong oak, doth from its bouglis shed doivn 
The ripe germs of a forest. Thou, weak god, 
Shalt fade and be forgotten I but this sou!, 
Fresh-liTing still in the serene abyss, 
In every heaving shall partake, that gi-ows 
From heart to heart among the sons of men, — 
As the ominona hum before the earthquake runs 
Far through the ^gean fi-om roused isle to isle, — 
Foreboding wreck to palaces and shrines. 
And mighty rents in many a cavernous error 
That darkens the free hght to man ; — This heart, 
Unacarred by thy grim vulture, as the tnith 
Grows but more lovely 'neath the beaks and clawti 
Of Harpies blind that faio ivould soil it, shall 
In all tb& throbbing exultations share 
That wait on freei&i's triumphs, and in all 
The glorious agonies of martyr-spirits,— 
Sharp lightnit^throes lo split the jagged clouds 
That veil the Juture, showing them the e 



Girding the temples like a w 

This is a thought, that, like a fabled laurel, 

Makes my fiiith thunder-proof; and iJiy dread boll; 

Fall on me like the alent flakes of snow 

On the hoar brows of aged Caucasus : 

But, thought fat- more blissful, they can rend 

This cloud of flesh, and make my soul a star ! 

Unleasli thy crouching thunders now, O Jove I 
Free this high hearty which, a poor captive long. 
Doth knock to be let forth, this heart which stiB, 
111 its invincible manhood, overtops 
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Thj puny eodsliip, as this mountam doth 

Till! pines that moss its roots. O, even now, 

While from my' peak of sufTering 1 look down, 

Eeboldiiig with a far-Bpre*l gush of hope 

Tlie sunnae of that Beauty, m whose faCe, 

Shone all around with love, no man shivll look 

Eut atreightnciy like a god he is uplift 

Unto the throne long empty for his sake, 

And clearly oft foi'eshadowed in wide dreams 

By his free inward nature, which nor thou, 

Nor any anaroh after thee, can hind 

From working ite great doom, — now, now set free 

This essence, not to die, but to become 

Part of that awfiil Presence which doth haunt 

The palaces of tyrants, to hunt off, 

Witli its grim eyes and fearful whisperings 

And hideous sense of utter loneliness. 

Ail hope of safety, all desire of peace, 

All but the loathed forefeeling of blank death, — 

Part of that spirit which dotli ever brood 

III patient calin on the unpilfei'ed nest 

Of man's deep heart, tjll mighty thoughts grow 

fledged 
"To sail wito darkening shadow o'er the world, 
Filling with dread such souls as dare not trust 
In the unfaihng enei«y of Good, 
Until they swoop, and their pale quarry make 
•Of some o'erbloated wrong,— that spirit which 
Scatters great hopes in the seed-field of man. 
Like acorna among gr^n, to grow and bo 
A roof for fl-eedom m all coming time I 

But no, this cannot be ; ibr ages yet. 
In solitude unbrolcen, ah^l I hear 
Tlie angry Caspian to the Euxine shout, 
And Euxine answer with a mufiled roar, 
On either side storming the ^ant walls 
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81 PROMETHEUS- 

Of Caucasus with leagues cif climbing foam, 

(Leas, from my height, than flakes of dowcy snoiv,) 

That draw back baffled but io hurl agfun, 

Snatched up in wrath and horrible turmoil, 

MonntEun on mountain, as the Titans erst, 

My brethren, sealing the high seat of Jove, 

Heaved Pelion upon Ossa's slioulders broad 

In vain emprise. The moon will come and go 

With her monotonous vieisBitude ; 

Once beautiful, when I was free to walk 

Among my fellows, and tJD interchange 

The influence benign of loving eyes. 

But now by aged use grown wearisome ; — 

False thonght 1 most false ! for how could I endur*! 

These crawling centuries of lonely woe 

Unshamed by weak complaining, but for thee, 

Loneliest, save me, of ail created things, 

Mild-eyed Astatte, my best comforter. 

With thy pale smile of sad benignity? 

Year after year will pass away and seem 
To me, in mine eternal agony, 
But as the shadows of dumb summer clouds. 
Which I have watched so often darkening o'er 
The vast Sarmatian plain, leao;ue-wide at fiiBt, 
But, with slill swiftness lessenmg on and on 
Till cloud and shadow meet and mingle where 
The m'ay horizon fades into tlie sky, 
Far, KIT to northward. Yes, for ages yet 
Must I lie here upon my altar huge, 
A sacrifice for man. Sorrow wilfbe, 
As it hath been, his portion ; endless doom. 
While the immortal with the mortal linked 
Breams of, its wings and pines for what it dreams, 
Wili upward yearn unceasing. Better so ; 
^'or wiJdom is meek sorrow's patient child, 
And empire over soli', and all tlie deep 
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StTOng chaiitics that malce men seem like gods ; 
And love, that makes them be gods, from her 

breaats 
Sucks in the nullt Uiat makes mankind one Hood. 

Halving two faces, as some images 

Are carved, of foolish gods; one face is ill ; 

But one heart lies beneath, and that is good, 

As are all hearts, when we explore their depths. 

riierefore, great heart, bear up 1 thou art but tjpe 

Of what air lofty BpirilB endure, that fain 

Would win men back to strength and peace through 

^ach bath his lonely peak, and on each heart 
Envy, or scorn, or hatred, tears lifelong 
With valture beak ; yet the high soul is left ; 
And faith, which is but hope grown wise ; and Jove 
And patience, TTbich at iast rf" "" 
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Violet I sweet -violet! 
Tiiine eyes are full of te 

Are they wet 

Even yet 



Loved-one of idj' youth thou wast, 
Of my meiTy youth, 

Tearfully,' 
All the fair and sunny past, 
All its openness and truth, 
Ever fresh and gi'een in thee 
Aa Che moss ia in the sea. 

Thy tittle heai-t, that hath with love 
Grewn colored like the sky above, 
On which thou lookest eyer, — 
Can it know 
All lie woe 
Of hope for what returneth never, 
All the soiTOW and the lon^ng 
To these hearts of oura belonging f 

Out on it ! no foolish pining 

For the sky 

Dims thine eye, 
Or for the stars so calmly sliining ; 
Like thee let this soul of mine 
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TaJi.6 iue from that wLorefor I long, 
Sfilf-sttYed and high, serene and strong, 
Not satisfied with hoping — but divine. 

Violet 1 dear violet I 

Thy blue eyes are only wet 
With joy and love of him who seat thee, 
And for the fulfilling sense 
Of (hat glad obedience 
Which made thee all that NatDre meant th 
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EOSALINE. 

Thou look'dst on me all yeaternight, 
Thine eyea were blue, thy hair was bright 
As when we mammred our troth-plight 
Beneath (he thick stana, Koealine f 
Thy hair was braided on thy head, 
As on the day we two were wed, 
Mne eyes scaree knew if thou wert dead, — 
But my shrunk heart knew, Rosaline I 

The death-watch ticked behind the wall. 
The blackness rnstlad like a pall, 
The moaning wind did rise and fall 
Among the bleak pines, Bosaline ! 
My heart beat thickly in mine eara : 
The lids may shut out fleahlv fears, . 
But still the spirit sees and hears, — 
Its eyes are lidless, Eosaline I 

A wildnesB rushing suddenly, 

A knowing some ill-shape is nigh, 

A wish for death, a fear to die, — 

la not this ■vengeance, EoaaJine ? 

A loneliness that is not lone, 

A love qnite withered up and gone, 

A strong aoul trampled trom its tlirone, — 

What wouldst thou further, Rosaline ? 

'Tis drear such moonless nights as these, 
Strange sounds are out upon the breeae, 
And the leaves shiyer in the trees, 
And then thou comest, Kosaline I 
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I seem to hear the ir ^ 

Witb long black garments ti-ailing slow, 
And plumes ancxMing fo and fro, 
Aa once I heard them, Rosaline 1 

Thy ahrond is all of anoivy white, 
And, in the middle of the night, 
Thou Blandest moveless and upright, 
Gating upon mo, Rosaline ! 
There is no sorrow in thine eyes, 
But evej-more that meek surprise, — 
0, God 1 thy gentle spirit tries 
To deem me guiltless, Rosaline I 

Above thy grave the rohin sings. 

And swarms of bright and happy things 

Flit all about with sunlit win«s, — 

But I am oheerlees, RosalineT 

The violets on the hillock toss, 

The gravestone is o'ergrown with moss ; 

For nature feels not any loss, — 

But I am cheerless, Rosaline ! 

I did not fcnow when thoa wast dead ; 
A blackbird iVhiatling overhead 
Thrilled through my brain ; I would have fit 
But dai-ed not leave thee, Rosaline ! 
The sun rolled down, and very soon, 
Like a great fire, the awful moon 
Rose, stained with blood, and then a sivooi 
Crept chilly o'er me, Rosaline I 

The stars came out ; and, one by one. 
Each angel from his silver throne 
Looked down and saw what I had done : 
I dared not hide me, Rosaline I 
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I orauohed ; I feared thy corpse would cry 
Against me to God'a quiet sky, 
I fliought I saw tlie blue lips try 
To utter something, Rosaline ! 

I waited ■with a maddened grin 

To hear that voice all icy thin 

Slide forth ai)d tell nvv deadly siu 

To hell and heaven, Bosaline 1 

But no voice came, and then it.seamed 

TKat, if the very corpse had screamed, 

Tlie sound like sunshine glad had sti'eamed 

Tliraugh that dark stillness, Bosaline I 

And then, amid the silent night, 

I screamed with horiible delight, 

And in my br^n an awful light 

IMd seem to crackle, Rosaline ! 

It is my curse I sweet memories fall 

From me like snow, — and only all 

Of that one night, like cold worms crawl 

My doomed heart over, Rosaline ! 

Why wilt thou haunt me with thine eyes. 

Such pitying forfflveness lies. 
Than hate moj-e oitter, Rosaline ? 
Woe's me I I know that love so high 
As thine, true soul, could never die, 
And with mean clay in churchyard lie, — 
Would it might be so, Rosaline 1 

1S«. 
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THE SHEPHERD OF KING ADMETUS 

Thkris came a youtH upon the earth, 

Some thousand years ago. 
Whose slender hands were nothing worth, 
Whether to plough, or reap, or sow. 

Upon iui empty tortoise-shel! 

He stretched some ehords, and drew 
Music that made men's hosoms swell 
Fearless, or brimmed their eyes vrith dew. 

Dien King Admetus, one who had 

Pore taste by right diyine, 
Decreed hi^ ^nging not too bad 
To hea*" "oetween the cups of wine : 

A ..d so, well-pleased with being soothed 

Into a sweet half-sleep. 
Three times his kingly beard he smoothed, 
Atid made him vioei-oy o'er his sheep. 

His woi'ds were simple words enough. 

And vet he used them so, 
That what in other months was rough 
In his seemed musical and low. 

Men called him but a shiftless youth, 

In whom no good they saw ; 
And yet, unwittingly, in truth. 
They made his oarelesa words riielr law. 
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Thej knew not how he learned at ail, 

For icQy, hour by hour, 
He sat and watched the dead leaves fall, 
Or mused upon a comwou flower. 

It seemed the loveliness of things 

Did teach him all their use, 
For, in mere weeds, and stonea, and springs, 
He found a healing power profuse. 

Men granted that hia speech was wise, 

But, when a glance they caught 
Of his slim grace and woman's eyes, 
They laughed, and called him good-foi^n aught 

Yet after he was dead and gone, 

And e'en his memory dim, 
Earth seemed more sweet to live upon. 
More full of love, because of him. 

And day by day more holy gi^w 
Each spot where he had trod, 
Till after-poets only knew 
Their firstrbora biother as a god. 
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THE TOKEN. 

It is a mere wild rosebud, 

Quite sallow now, and dry, 
Tet there's aometLing wondrous in it, — 

Some ffleama of days gone by, — 
Dear ^ghts and sounds that are to me 
The very moons of memory, 
And stir my heart's blood fitr below 
Its short-lived waves of joy and woe. 

Lips must fade and roses wither, 

All sweet times be o'er, — 
They only smile, and, murmuring " Tliither ! " 

Stay with as no more ; 
And yet ofttimea a look or smile, 
Fot^otten in a kiss's while, 
Tears after from the dark will start, 
Aud Qasb across the trembling heart. 

Thou hast ^ven me many roses. 

But never one, lite this, 
O'erlloods both sense and spirit 

With such a deep, wild bliss j 
We must have instincts that glean up 
Sparse drops of tbis life in the cup. 
Whose taste shall give us all that we 
Can prove of immortality. 

Earth's stablest things are shadows, 

And, in the life to come. 
Haply some ehanee-saved trifle 

May tell of this oltt home : 
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As now somelimes we seem to find, 
In a, dark crevice of tie miud. 
Some relic, whiuh, long pondered o'er 
Hints faintjy at a life betoi'e. 
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AN INCIDENT IN A RAILROAD CAR. 

He spoke of Burns: men rude and rough 

Pres^ round to hear the praise of one 

il'liose heart was made of manly, simple stuff, 



And, wlien he read, they forward leaned, 
Drinking, with thirsty hearts and eavs, 
His brook-uke songs whom glory never weaned 
From humble smiles and teare. 

Slowly there grew a tender awe, 
Sun-like, o'er faces brown and hard, 
As if in him who read they felt and saw 
Some presence of the bard. 

It -was a sight for sin and wrong 
And slavish tyranny to see, 
A sight to make otir faith more pure and strong 
In high humanity. 

I thought, these men will carry hence 
Promptings their former life above, 
And somethzng of a finer reverence 
For beauty, truth, and love. 

God scatters love on every side, 
Ifi'eely among his children all. 
And always hearts are lying open wide, 
Whei'ein some grains may fall. 
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A KAILHOAD CAR. 

There b no wind but soweth seeds 
Of a more true and open life, 
Which hurst, unlooked-ior, into high-souled d 
With waywde beauty rife. 

We find ■within these aouls of ours 
Some wild genas of a higher birth. 
Which in the poet's tropic heart bear flowers 
Whose fri^anee ©Is the earth. 

Within the hearts of Edl men lie 
These promises of wider bliss, 
Which bk>ssom into hopes that cannot die, 
In gunny hout^ like tJiis. 

All that hath been majestical 
In life or death, ance tjme began, 
Is native in the simple heart of all, 
The angel heart of man. 

And thns, among the untaught poor. 
Great deeds and feelings find a iiome, 
That east in shadow all the golden lore 
Of clasac Greece and Kome. 



All thoughts that mould the age begin 

Deep down within the primitive soul, 

And from the many slowly npward win 

To one who gi'asps the whole : 



H3CBC C, Cll>':)yk 



L GAILMOAD CAH, 



All thought begins in feeling, — wide 
In the gi'eat mass ifa base is hid, 
And, naiTowiEg up to thought, stands glorified, 
A inoveless pyramid. 

Nor is he far astray who deems 
That every hope, which rises and grows broad 
In the world's heart, by ordered impulse strea,ms 
From the great heart of God. 

God wills, man hopes ; in common souls 
Hope is but vague and undefined, 
Till from the poet's tongue the message rolls 
A blessing to his liind. 

Never did Poesy appear 
So full of heaven to mo, as when 
J saw how it would pierce through pride and fear 
To the lives of coarsest men. 

It may be glorious to write 
Thoughts tnat shall glad the two or three 
I ligh souls, like those lar stars that eome in sight 
Once in a century; — 

But better fav it is to speak 
One simple word, which now and then 
^liall wafcei) their free nature in the weak 
And friendless sons of men ; 

To write some earnest verse or line, 
Which, seeking not the prmse of art, 
ihall make a clearer faith and manhood shine 
In the untutored heart. 
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93 AN ISCIDENT IS A RAILROAD OAB. 

He who doth tliie, in verse or prose, 
Maj bo Ibi-gotten in Lis day, 
But suTOly shall lie crowned at last with tbope 
Who liTs and speak for aye. 
1S43. 
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EHOiCUS. 

God sends )iis teachei's unto every age, 

To every clime, and every race of men, 

With revelations fitted to their groirth 

And sliape of mind, nor gives we realm of Truth 

Into the seliish rule of one sole race ; 

Therefore each form of worship that hath swayed 

'J'lie life of man, and given it to grasp 

Tlie master-key of knowledge, reverence, 

EnfbJda some germs of goodness and of right; 

Else never had the eager soul, which loathes 

The slothful down of pampered ignorance, 

Found in it even a moment's fitful rest. 

There is an instinct in the hnman heart 
Which makes that all the fablea it hath coined, 
To justify the reign of its belief 
And fltren^en it by beauty's right divine. 
Veil in their inner cells a mystic jnfl, 
Which, Jike the hazel twig, m faithful hands, 
Points Buiely to the luddeo springs of trutL 
For, as in nature naught is made in viun. 
But all things have within their hall of use 
A wisdom and a meaning which may speak 
Of spiritual secrets to the ear 
Of spirit ; so, in ■nhatsoe'er the heart 
Hath fashioned for a solace to itself. 
To mate its inspirations suit its creed. 
And irpm the niM;ard hands of iaisehood wring 
Its needful food ^ truth, there ever is 
A sympathy with Nature, which reveals, 
Not less than her own works, pure gleams of light 
;liid eai'uest parables of inward lore. 
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Hear now this faiiy legend of old Greece, 
As ftxll of freedom, youth, and beauty atill 
As the immortal freahneisfi of that ^ace 
Carved for all ages on some Attic frieze. 



And, feisling pity of so fiUf a tree, 
He propped its gray trunk with admiring eare, 
And with a thoughtless footstep loitered on. 
But, as he tamed, he heard a voice behind 
■ Tliat murmured " Ehceeus I " °Twas as if the leaves. 
Stirred bv a passing breath, had murmured it. 
And, ivhile he paused bewildered, yet agiun 
It murmured " ithoscus ! " softer than a breeze. 
He started and beheld with dizzy eyes 
What seemed the substance of a happy dream 
Stand there before him, spreading a warm glow 
Within the green glooms of the Siadowy oaJc. 
It seemed a woman's shape, yet all too fair 
To be a woman, and with eyes too meek 
For any that were wont to mate with gods. 
AD naked like a goddess stood she there, 
And like a goddess all too beanlifui 
To feel the guilt-born earthliness of shame. 
" Rhiecus, 1 am the Diyad of this tree," 
Thus she b^an, dropping her low-toned words 
Serene, and full, and clear, as drops of dew, 
" And with it I am doomed to live and die ; 
Tlie riun and sunshine are my caterers, 
Nor have I other bliss than simple life ; 
Now ask me what thou wilt, that I can give. 
And with a thankful joy it shall be thine." 

Then Rhceeus, with a flutter at the heart, 
Yet, by the prompting of such beauty, bold. 
Answered : " What is there that can satisfy 
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The endless craving of tha soul but ]ove ? 
Give me fhy love, or but the hope of that 
Which, must be evermore my epirif s goal." 
After a little pause she stad again, 
But with a, shmpse of sadness in her tone, 
" I pve it, Rhtecus, though a perilous gift ; 
vAu hour before the sunset meet me here." 
And straightway there wa^ nothing be could see 
But the green glooms beneath the shadowy oak, 
And not a, souud came to bis straining ears 
But the low triekJing rustle of the leaves, 
And far away upon an emerald slope 
The felter of an idle shepherd's pipe. 

Now, in those days of ampleness and faitb, 
Men did not think that happy thin^ were dreams 
Because they overstepped the narrow bourne 
Of likelihood, but reverently deemed 
Nothing too wondrous or too beautiful 
To be flie guerdon of a daring heart. 
So Rhcecus made no doubt that he was blest, 
And all along unto the city's gate 
Earth seemed to spring beneath him as he walked, 
The clear, broad sky looked bluer than its wont, 
And he could scarce believe he had not wings 
Such sunshine seemed to glitter through his veins 
Instead of blood, bo light he felt and strange. 

Toung BbcBCus had a faitliful heart enough, 
But one that in the present dwelt too much, 
And, taking with blithe welcome whatsoe'er 
Chance gave of joy, was wholly bound in that, 
Like the contented peasant of a vale, 
Deemed it the world, and never looked beyond. 
So, haply meeting in tlie aD^rnoon 
Some comrades who were playing at the dioe, 
He joined them and forgot all else beside. 
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Tlie dice were rattling at the merriest, 
And Ehcpons, who had met but sorry luek, 
Just laughed in triumph at a happy throw, 
When ttrough the room there hiunnied a jellow 

That biizzed about his ear with down-droppud loga 
As if to light. And Rhcecus laughed and aaiil, 
Feeling how red and flushed he was with loss, 
" By Venus ! does he take me for a rose ¥ " 
And brushed him off with rough, impatient hand. 
But still the bee cape hack, and thnee again 
Bhteous did beat him off with growing wrath. 
Then through the window flew the wounded bee, 
And Rhcecos, traetiing him with angry eyes, 
Saw a sharp mountain-peak of Thessaly 
Against ihe red disc of the setting sun, — 
And instantly the blood sank fi-om his heart, 
As if its very walls had caved away. 
Without a word he turned, and, rushing forth, 
Kan madly through the city and the gate, 
And o'er the plain, which now the wood's long 

shade, 
By the low sun thrown forwai'd hroad and dim. 
Barkened meUnigh unto the oit/s wall. 

" Quite spent and out of breath he reached the 

And, listening fearfully, he heard once more 

The low voice murmur " Rhcecus ! " close at hand : 

Whereat he looked around him, but could see 

Nought hut the deepening glooraa beneath the oak. 

Then sighed tlie voice, " Oh, Bhcacus I nevermore 

Shalt thou behold me or by day or night. 

Me, who would fiun have blessed thee with a love 

More ripe and bounteous than ever yet 

Filled up with nei;tar any mortal heart : 

But thou didst scorn my humble messenger, 
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Anil scnt'st him back to me with bmised wings. 
W(i apirite only show to gentle eyes. 
We ever ask an undividwJ love, 
And he who scome the least of Nature's works 
Is thenceforth exiled and shut oat from all- 
Farewell ! for thou eajist never see me more." 

Tlien Khcecus beat his bi'eaat, and groaned aloud, 
And cried, " Be pitiful ! forgive me yet 
This once, and I shall never need it mm-e!" 
" Alaa I" the voice returned, " 'tis tiiou art blind, 
Not I unmerciful ; I can forgive. 
Hut have no skill to heal thy spirit's eyes ; 
Only the soul hatb power o er itself." 
With that again there murmured " Nevermore ! " 
And Rbceuns after heard no other sonnd, 
E>;i;ept the rattling of the oak's crisp leaves. 
Like the long surf upon a distant shore, 
Ilukine the sea-worn pebbles up and down. 
The night had gathered round Mm: o'er the plain 
The city sparkled with its thousand lights, 
And sounds of revel fell upon his ear 
Ilai'shly and like a curse ; above, the sky, 
With all its bright sublimity of stars. 
Deepened, and on his forehead smote the breeze : 
Beauty waa all around him and delight, 
But fwai that eve he was alone on earth. 
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THE FALCON. 

I ENOW a ialcon sivift and peerless 
As e'er was cradled in tie piae ; 

No bird had ever eye so fearless, 
Or wing so strong aa this of mine. 

The winds not better love to pilot 
A cloud with molten gold o'errun, 

Than him, a. little burning islet, 
A star above the coming aun. 

For with a lark's Heart he doth tower, 
By a glorious, upward instinct drawn ; 

No bee neatles deeper in the flower 
Than ho in the bursting rose of dawn. 



is dove, no bird that aingeti, 
Shudders to see him overhead ; 
The rush of his fierce swooping bringeth 
To inncwent hearts no thrill of dread. 

Let fraud and vrrong and baseness shiver, 
For still between tbem and the sky 

The falcon Truth hangs poised forever 
And marks them with hia vengefti! eye. 
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WnBTHBR the idle prisoner through his grate 
Watches the waving of the grass-toft small, 
\¥liich, having colonized ite rift i" the wail, 
Takes its free risk of good or evil fate. 
Am!, from the sky's just helmet drawa its lot 
Daily of shower or sunshine, eold or hot ; — 
Wliether the closer capSve of a creed, , 
Cooped up from birth to grind out endless chaff, 
Sees through his treadmill-bars the noonday laugh. 
And feels in vain hia crumpled pinions breed ; — 
Whether the Geoi^an slave look up and mark. 
With bellying sails puffed full, the tall cloud-bark 
Sink northward slowly, — Ihou alone seem'at good, 
Fair only thou, O Freedom, whose deare. 
Can light in muddiest souls quick seeds of fire. 
And strain life's chords to the old heroic mood. 



Tct are there other gifts more fair than thine. 
Nor can 1 count bim happiest who has never 
Been forced with his own hand his chains to 

Am] for himself find out the way divine ; 
He never knew the aspirer's glorious pains, 
He never earned the struggles priceless gains. 
O, block by block, with sore and sharp endeavor. 
Lifelong we huild these human natures up 
Into a temple fit for freedom's shrine, 
And Trial ever consecrates the cup 
Wherefrom we pour her sacrificial wine. 
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A EEQUIEM. 

Ay, pale and slant maiden, 

Cold as thou liest there, 
Thine was the aunniest nature 

That ever drew the air, 
The wildest and most waywai^i. 

And yet so gently kind, 
Thou seemedst but to hody 

A breath of summer wind. 

Into the eternal shadow 

That f^rds our life around, 
Into the mfinite silence 

Wherewith Death's shore is bouut 
Thou hast gone forth, beloved I 

And 1 were mean to weep. 
That thou hast left Life's shaUows, 

And dost possess the Deep. 

Thou lieat low and silent, 

Thy heart is cold and still, 
Thina eyes are shut forever, 

And Dasih hath had his will ; 
He loved and would have taken, 

I loved and would have kept, 
We strove, — and he was stronger, 

And I have never wept; 

Let him possess thy body. 

Thy soul is slill with me, 
More sunny and more dadsome 
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Thy body was a fetter 

That bound me to the flesh, 

Thank God that it is broken, 
And now I live afresh I 

Sow I can Bee tbee clearly ; 

The dusky uloud of ulay, 
That hid thy starry spirit, 

Is rent and blown away : 
To earth 1 give tby body, 

Thy spirit to the sky, 
I saw its bright wings growing, 

And knew that thou must fly. ' 

Now I can love thee truly, 

For nothing coaies between 
The senses and the spirit, 

The seen and the unseen ; 
Lifts the eternal shadow. 

The silence bursts apart, 
And the soul's boundless futuie 

Is present in ray heart 
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A PAEABLE. 

Worn and footsore was the Prophet, 
When he gained the holy hill ; 

" God has left the earth," he murmured, 
" Here hU presence lingers stilL 

" God of all the olden prophets,' 

Wilt thou speak with men no more? 

Have I not aa truly served thee, 
As thy chosen ones of yore ? 

" Hear me, guider of my fathei-s, 
Lo ! a humble heart is mine ; 

By thy mercy I beseech thee. 
Grant thy servant but a agn ! " 

Bowing theu his head, he listened 
Foi- an answer to his prayer ; 

No loud burst of thunder followed, 
Not a murmur sdn-ed tlie air : — 

But the tuft of moss before him 
.Opened while he wiuted yet. 
And, from out the rock's hiud bosom. 
Sprang a tender violet. 

" Gkid ! I thank thee," said the Prophet ; 

" Hard of heart and blind was 1, 
Loofiing to the holy mountain 

For the pft of prophecy. 
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" Still thou spealtost with lliy oliiliii'en 

Freely as in eld sublime ; 
Humbleness, and love, and patience, 

Stall give empire over time. 

" Had I trusted in my nature, 
And had faith in lowly things. 

Thou thyself wouldat then hate sought j 
And set free my spirit's wings. 

" But I looked for signs and wondei-s, 
That o'er men should give me sway, 

Thirsting tfl be more than mortal, 
I was even leas than clay. 

" Ere 1 entered on my journey. 

As I girt my loins to start. 
Ran to me my liiile daughter, 

The beloved of my heart ; — 

■' In her hand she held a flower. 

Like to this as like may be. 
Which, beside nay very threshold, 

She had plucked and brought to me." 
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A GLANCE BEHIND THE CURTAIN. 

We see but half the causes of our deeds, 
Seeking thein wholly in the outer life. 
And heedless of the encircling spirit-world. 
Which, though unseen, is felt, and aoiys in ua 
All germs of pare and world-wide puiposes. 
From oue st^e of our being to the next 
We pass nnconsciouB o'er a slender biidge, 
Tlie moQientary work of unseen hands, 
Which crumbles down behind us ; looking back, 
We see the other shore, the gulf between. 
And, niarvelling how we won to where we stand, 
Content oui-selves to call the builder Chance, 
We trace the wisdom to the apple's fell, 
Not to the furth-throes of a mighty Truth 
Which, for long ages in blank Chaos dumb. 
Yet yearned to be incarnate, and had found 
At last a spirit meet to be the womb 
From which it might be bora to bless manfcindf- 
Not to the soul of Newton, ripe with all 
The hoarded though tfuln ess of earnest years, 
And WMting but one ray of sunlight more 
To blossom fully. 

But whence came that ray ? 
We call our sorrows Destiny, but ought 

Only tbe inslincts of ^at souls are Fate, 
And have predestined sway ; . all other things, 
Except b^ leave of us,' could never be. 
For Deatmy is but the breath of God 
SlJIl moving in us, the last fiagmeut Icfl 
Of our unfailen nature, waking oft 
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The nan^ 

And always tendinw to a noble end, 

As all things must that OTemile the soul, 

And for a space unseat the helmsman, WilL 

'J'he fate of England and of iroedom once 

Seemed wavering in the heart of one plain man: 

One step of his, and the great dial-haad, 

Tliat marks the destined pn^ess of the world 

In the eternal round from wisdom on 

To higher wjsdom, had been made to pause 

A hundred years. Tliat step he did not take, — 

He knew not why, nor we, but only God, — 

And lived to make his ^mple oaken chair 

More teiTible and grandly beautiful, 

Mora full of majesty than any throne 

Before or after, of a Brilash king. 

Upon the pier stood two Btern-visaged men, 
Looking to where a little craft lay moored, 
Swayed by the lazy current of the Thames, 
Which weltered by In muddy listlesiinesa. 
(iraye men they were, and battlings of fierce 

tlioa<;ht 
Had trampied out all softness from their brows. 
And ploughed rough furro\Vs there before their 

For otJier crop than such aa homebred Peace 
Soivs broadcast in the willing soil of Youth. 
Care, not of self, but of the commonweal, 
Had robbed their eyea of youth, and left instead 
A look of patient power and iron will, 
And somethiug fiercer, too, that gave broad hint 
Of the plain weapons girded at their ades. 
The younger had an aspect of command, — ■ 
Not such as trickles down, a slender stream. 
In tbe shrunk clianncl of a great descuiit,— 
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112 A GL.ANCE BEHIND 1 

Bul, such as lies entowered in heart and head, 
And an aim prompt- to do the 'bests of both. 
His was a brow where gold were out of place, 
And yet it soaned right woi-thy of a orown, 
(Though he despised such,) were it only made 
Of iron, or some aerriceable stuff 
That would have matched his anewy, brown face. 
The elder, although such he hardly seemed, 
(Care makes so little of some five short years,) 
Had a clear, honest face, whose rough-hewn Blrength 
Was mildened by the scholar's wiser heart 
To sober courage, such aa heat befits 
The unsullied temper of a well-taught mind, 
■ Yet so remained that one could pl^oly guess 
The hushed volcano amouldeiing undei-neath. 
He spoke: the other, hearing, kept his gaze 
Still fixed, aa on aome problem in the sky. 

" O, Cromwell, we are fallen on evil timea I 
There was a day when Englaiid had wide i-oom 
For honest men as well aa foolish kings ; ■ 
£ut now the uneasy stoma<;h of the time 
Torus squeamish at them both. Therefore let ua 
8eei out that savage clime, where men as yet 
Are free : there sleeps the vessel on the tide. 
Her languid canvas drooping for the wind ; 
Give us hut that, and what need we to fear 
This Order of the Council? The free waves 
Win not say, No, to please a wayward king, 
Nor will the winds turn traitors at his beck : 
All things are fitly cared for, and the Lord 
Will watch as kindly o'er the exodus 
Of !ia his servants now, aa in old time. 
We have no cloud or fire, and haply we 
May not p^s dry-shod through die ocean-stream ; 
But, saved or lost, all things'-are in Hia liand." 
So spake he, and meantime the other stood 
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Witli wide gray eyes alili reading the blank air, 
As it' upon the skj's blue wall be saw 
Some lujstjc aentenee, written by a hancl. 
Such 33 of old made pals the Assyrian king, 
Girt with his satraps m the blazing t'easU 

" HampdehI a mcanent sinoe, my purpose we 
To fly with thee,— for I will call it flight, 
Nor flatter it with any smoother name,^ 
Bnt something in me bids me not to go ; 
And I am one, thou knowest, who, unmoved 
By what the weak deem omens, yet ^ve heed 
And reverence due to whatsoe'er my soul 
Whispers of warning to the inner ear. 
Moreover, as I know that God brings round 



To hasten on their swift and sadden fall, 
I see the beauty of his providence 
In the King's order; blind, he will not iet 
His doom part from him, but must bid it stay 
As 'twere a ericket, whose enlivening chirp 
He loved to hear beneath his very hearth. 
Why should we fly ? Nay, why not rather stay 
And i-ear ^ain our Zion's crnmbled walla, 
Not, as of old the walls of Thebes were built, 
By rainsti'el tivanging, but, if need should be, 
With the more potent music of our swords ? 
rhink'st thou that score of men beyond the sea 
Ol^m more God's care than all of England here ? 
No : when he moves His arm, it is to aid 
Whole peoples, heedless if a few be crushed, 
As some are ever, when the destiny 
Of man takes one stride onward nearer home. 
Believe it, 'tis the mass of men He loves ; 
And, where there is moat sorrow and most want. 
Where the high heart of m^i is trodden down 
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114 A GLAKOE BEHtN'O TIIF CURTAIH. 

The moat, 'tis uot because He hides his face 

From them in wrath, as purblind teachers prate ; 

Not BO : there most is He, for ttiero is He 

Most needed. Men who seek for Fate abroad 

Are not so near his heart as they who daro 

Frankly to face her where she faces them, 

On their own threshold, where thtiir souls are 

strong 
To grapple with and throw her ; as I once, 
Being yet a boy, did cast this puny king, 
Who now has grown 90 dotard as lo deem 
That ha can wrestle with an angry realm, 
And throw the brawned Antseus of men's rights. 
No, Hampden 1 they have half-way conquered Fate 
Who go half-way to meet her, — as- will I. 
Freedom hatJi yet a work for me to do ; 
So speaks that inward voice which never yet 
Spate falsely, when it urged the spirit on 
To noble deeds for country and manlcind. 
And, for success, I ask no more than this, — 
To bear unflinching witness to the truth. 
All true, whole men sacceed ; for what is worth 
Success's name, unless it be the thought. 
The inward surety, to have caiTied out 
A noble purpose to a noble end, 
Although it be the gallows or the block ? 
Tis only Falsehood that doth ever need 
These outward shows of gain fo bolster her. 
Be it we prove the weaker with our swords; 
Truth only needs to be for once spoke out, 
And there's such music in her, such strange rhythm. 
As makes men's memories her joyous slaves, 
And clings around the soul, as the sky clings 
Round the mute earth, forever beautiful. 
And, if o'ercbuded, only to burst forth 
More all-.embracingly divine and clear ; 
Get but the truth ence uttered, and 'tis like 
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A star new-boi'ii, iliat drops into its place, 
And which, once circling in its placid round. 
Not eJI the tumult of th'e earth can shake. 

" What shoiilJ we do in that small colony 
Of pinched fauatiea, who would rather ohooso 
Freedom to clip an inch more from their hair, 
rhaii the groat chance of Belting England free V 
Hot there, arald the stormy wiliioi-ncsB, 
Should we learn wisdom; or if leai'ned, what room 
To put it into act,— else worse thaa nauoht ? 
Wo leai'n our aoiJa more, tosMiLg for an nonr 
Upon this liuge and ever-vexed sea ^ 
Of human thought, where kingdoms go to wreck 
I,ike fr^ile buDDloB yonder in the Elream, 
Than in a cvole of New England aloth, 
Broke only "by some petty Indian war, 
Or quarrel for a letter more or leas. 
In some hai-d word, which, spelt in wthor way 
Not thar most learned clerks can understand. 
New times demand new measures and new men ; 
The world advances, and in lime outgrows 
The laws that in our fathers' day were best; 
And, doubtless, after us, some parer scheme 
Will be shaped out by msev men than we, 
Made wiser by the steady gi-owth of tralft. 
We cannot bring Utopia by force ; 
But better, almost, be at work in snn ; 
Than in a brute inaction browse and sleep. 
No man is born into the world, whose work 
Is not born with him ; there is always work. 
And tools to work withal, for those who will ; 
And blessed are the horny hands of toil I 
The basy world shoves angrily aside 
The man who stands with arms akimbo set, 
Until occasion tells him what to do ; 
4nd he who waits to have his tasls marked out 
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Shall die aad leave his errand unfullilled. 

Our time is one that calls for earnest deeda : 

ReaBon and Government, like two bi-oad seas, 

Team for each other with oulstretched arms 

Across this narrow isthmus of the throne, 

And roll their white surf higher eyery day. 

One age moves onward, and the next builds up 

Cities and gorgeous palaces, where stood 

The rude log nuta of tlioae who tamed the mid, 

Rearing from out the forests they had felled 

'The coodly franieworic of a fairer state ; 

The builder's trowel and the settler's axe 

Are seldom wielded by the sel&ame hand \ 

Oors is the harder task, yet not the less 

Shall we receive the blessing for our toil 

From the uhoiee spirits of the afterljme. 

My soul is not a palace of the past, 

Where outworn creeds, tike Rome's gray senate, 

Heaving afar "Vandal's trumpet hoarse. 
That shakes old systems with a thunder-fit. 



Is called for by tlie instinct of mankind ; 
Nor think I that God's world will fall apart. 
Because we fear a parchment more or less. 
Truth is eternal, but her effluence, 
With endless change is fitted to the htmr ; 
Her mirror is turned forward to reflect 
The promise of the future, not the past 
He mm would win the name of truly great 
Must understand his own ^e and the next. 
And make the present ready to fulfil 
Its-propheey, and with the tutui-e merge 
Gtently and peacefully, as wave with wave. 
The future works out great men's destinies; 
The present is enough for common souls. 
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A eLANOE BEHIND THE CURTAIN. II J 

Who, never looking forward, are indeed 
Mere day, whereia the foolprintB of their (^ 
Are petrified forever : better those 
Who lead the blind old giant by the hand 
From out the pathlesa desert where he gropes, 
And set liim onwai'd in his darksome way. 
I do not fear to follow out the truth, 
Albeit alona the precipice's edge. 
Let us Bpeti plain : there is more force in names 
Than moat men dream of; and a Ue may keep 
Its throne s, whole ^e longer, if it skulk 
Behind the shield of some fair-seeming name. 
Let US call tyrants, iyrattts, and maintain, 
That only freedom comes by grace of God, 
And all that comes not by his grace muEt &11 ; 
For men in earnest have no time to waste 
In patching fig-leaves ibr the naked truth, 

" I will have one more grapple with the man 
Charles Stuart: whom the boy o'ercame. 
The man stands not in awe of. I, perchance. 
Am one raised up by the Almighty arm 
To witness some great truth to all the world. 
Souls destuied to o'erleap the vulgar lot. 
And mould the world unto the scheme of God, 
Have a fore-consciousness of their high doom , 
As men are known to sliiver at the heart, 
When the cold shadow of some coming ill 
Creeps slowly o'er their spirits unawares. 
Hath Good less power of prophecy than HI ? 
How else could men whom God hath called to sway 
Earth's rudder, and to steer the bark of Truth, 
Beating against the tempest tow'rd her poet. 
Bear all the mean and buzzing grievances, 
The petty martyrdoms, wherewith Sin strives 
To weary out the tethered hope of Faith, 
riie sneers, the unrecognizing look of irionds. 
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Who woraliip the dead corpse of old king Custom, 

Where it doth lie in etato within the Church, 

Striving to cover up the mighty ocean 

With a man's palm, and m&ng even the truth 

Lie for them, holding up the glass reversed, 

To make the hope ot man seem further off ? 

My God ! when I read o'er the bitter Uvea 

Of men whose eager hearts were quite too great 

To beat beneath the eramped mode of the day. 

And see them mocked at by the world they love, 

Haggling with prejudice for pennyworths 

Of liat reform whieh their hai-d toil will make 

The common birthright of the a"e to come, — 

When I see this, spite of my faifli in God, 

I marvel how their hearts bear up so long ; 

Nor could they, but for this same prophecy. 

This inward feeUng of the glorious end. 

" Deem me not fond ; but in my warmer youth, 
Ere my heart's bloom was soiled and brushed away, 
I had great dreams of mighty things to come ; 
Of conquest, whether by the sword or pen 
I knew not; but some conquest I would have, 
Or else swift death ; now wiser grown in years, 
I find youth's dreams are but the flutterinaa 
Of those strong mngs whereon the soul sfiaJl soar 
In afterdnte 1« win a starry throne ; 
And 30 I cherish them, for they wore lots, 
Which J, a boy, cast in the hehn of Fate. 
How will I draw them, since a man's liffht hand, 
A right band guided by an earnest sou^ 
With a true instinct, takes the golden prize 
From out a thousand blanks. What men call lack 
Is the prerogative of valiant souls. 
The fealty hfe pa^s its rightful kings. 
The helm is shaking now, and I will atay 
To pluck Illy lot forth ; it were sin to llee ! " 
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So they two tumeii togetUer; one to die, 
Fighting for freedom on the bloody field ; 
The other, far more happy, to become 
A name earth wears foi-ever next her heart ; 
One of the few that have a right to rank 
With the true Makers ; for his spirit wroaght 
Order from Chaos ; proved that right divino 
Dwelt only in the excellence of truth ; 
And far within old Darkness" hostile lines 
Advanced and pitched the shining tents of Light. 
Nor shal! the grateful Muse foiget to tell. 
That — not the loaet among his many clsums 
To deathless honoai^—he was MrLTON'e friend. 



those who li 



To show us that the poe?s lyre demands 
An arm of tougher smew than the sword. 
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A year and more agone, 

Toar mist of golden splendor 

Bound my betrothal shone ! 

O, elm-leaves daii and dewy, 
The very Baine ye seem, 

The low wind trembles throngli ye. 
Ye murmur in my dream ! 

O, river, dim with dlstwioe, 

Flow thus forever by, 
Apart of my existence 

Within your heart doth he I 

O, stars, ye saw our meeting, 
Two beings and one sou!, 

Two hearts so madly beadng 
To mingle and be whole 1 
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A CHIPrEWA LEGEND.^ 

&Xyav& fiev fioi aal "Myuv iarhi r6£i 

jEsohylua, Pram. Vinct. lOT, 

The old Chief, feeling now well-nigli his end, 
Called his two eldest children to hie aide, 
And gave them, in few words, liia pardng chaise I 
" My son and dkughter, me ye see no more ; 
Tiie happy hunting-grounds await me, ereen 
With change of apring and summer through the 

But, for remembrance, after 1 am gone. 
Be kind to little Sheemah for my sake : 
Weakling he is and young, and knows not yet 
To set the trap, or draw the seasoned bow ; 
Iherdbre of both your loves he hath more need. 
And he, who needeth love, to love hath right ; 
It is not like our furs and stores of corn, 
Wliereto we clam sole title by our toil, 
3ut the Great Spirit plants it in our hearts, 
And waters it, and gives it sun, to be 
Tiie common stock and heritage of all ; 
L'iicrefore be kind to Sheemah, Uiat yourselves 
May not be left deserted in your need." 

Alone, beside a lake, their wigwam stood, 
i.i'ar from the other dwellings of their tribe ; 
And, after many moons, the loneliness 
Wearied the elder brother, and he said. 
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122 A CHIPPEWA 

" Why should I dwell liere all alone, shut out 
From the free, natural joys that fit my age ? 
Lo, I am tall aod strong, well skilled to hunt, 
Patient of toil and hungor, aad not yet 
Have seen the danger which I dared not look 
Full in the face; what hinders ma to be 
A mighty Brave and CHef among my kin ? " 
So, taking up his arrowa and his bow. 
As if to hunt, he journeyed swiflly on, 
Until he gained the wiffwanas of his tribe. 
Where, choosing out a bride, he soon forgot, 
In all the fret and bustle of new life, 
The little Sheemah and !iia father's chavgo. 

Now when the siater found hor brother gone, 
And that, for many days, he came not back, 
She wept for Sheeinah more than for herself; 
For Love bides lonfjeat in a woman's heart, 
And fluttevs many tmies before he flies. 
And then doth perch bo nearly, that a word 
May lure him back, as swifl and glad as tight ; 
And Duty lingers even when Love ia gone 
Oft looking out in hope of his return ; 
And, after Duty hath been driven forth, 
Then Selflsiiness creeps in the last of all. 
Warming her lean hands at the lonely hearth, 
And crouching o'er the emhecs, to shut out 
Whatever paltry warmth and light are left, 
With avaricious greed, from iJl beside. 
So, lor long months, the sister hunted v/).ds, 
And cared for little Sheemah tenderly ; 
But, daily more and more, the loneliness 
Grew wearisome, and to herself she si"hed, 
"Am I not feir? at least the glassy pool, 
That hath no cause to flatter, tolls me so ; 
But, 0, how flat and meaningless the tale, 
Unless it tremble on a lover's tongue ! 
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'eauty lialli no true glass, except it be 
I the Bweet privaoy of loving eyes." 
'liua lieemed aha idly, and foi'got the lore 
I'hioh Blie had learned of nature and the woods, 
'hat beauty's chief reward is to itself, 
ind that the eyes of Love reflect alono 
'he inward fairness, which is blurred and lost 
Jnless kept cleat and white by Daly's care. 
10 she went forth and sought the haunts of men, 
ind, being wedded, in her household cares, 
loou, like the elder brotlier, quit* forgot 
.^lie lilde Sheomali and her lather's charge. 

But Sheomah, left alone within the lodge, 
f aited an.d widted, with a shi'inking heart, 
rhiiiking ea^h rustle was hi£ sister's step, 
'.'ill, hope grew less and less, and then went out, 
iiid every sound was changed from hope to fear. 
■'gw sounds there were : — the dropping of a nut, 
""he sc[uirrel'B chirrup, and the jay's harsh scream, 
Vutumn'a aad remnants of blithe Summer's cheer, 
leard at long intervals, seemed but to make 
'he dreadful void of silence silenter. 
oon what small share his sister left was gone, 
.nd, tlu'Ough the Autumn, he made shift to hve 
)n roote and berries, gathered in much fear 
)f wolves, whose ghastly bowl ho heard oftdmes, 
loUow and hungry, at tie dead of night, 
lut Winter came at last, and, when the snow, 
'?hiok-heaped for gleaming leagues o'er hill and 

"Spread its unbi-oken silence over all, 

rtade bold by hunger, he was fain to glean. 

More sick at heart than Uuth, and all done,) 

Ifter the harvest of the merciless wolf, 

Jrim Boaz, who, sharp-i'ibbed and gaunt, yet feared 

\ thing more wild and starving than himself; 
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Late in the Sprins, when ail the me was gone, 
The ehier brother, fishing in the lafce, 
TJpon whose edge his father's wigwam stood, 
Heard a low moaning noise upon the shore : 
Half lilne a, child it eeemed, half like a wolf, 
And strMghtway there was something in his heai'I 
That said, " It m thy hrotUev SlieemSi's voice." 
So, paddling swiftly to the bank, he saw, 
Wiuiin a little thicket close at hand, 
A child that seemed fast changing to a wolf, 
Prom the neck downward, gray with sha^y hair. 
That still crept on and upward as he looted. 
The face was turned away, but well he knew 
That It was Sheemah's, even his brother's face. 
Then with his trembling hands he hid his eyes. 
And bowed hia head, so that he might not see 
The first look of his brother's eyes, and cried, 
" O, Sheemah ! 0, my brother, speak to me I 
Dost thoTi not know me, that I am thy brother ? 
Come to me, little Sheemah, thou shalt dwell 
With me henceforth, and know no care or wanti' 
Sheemah was ^leut for a space, as if 
"Twere hai-d to summon up a human vdce. 
And, when he spake, the sound was of ft wolf's : 
" I know thee not, nor art thou what thou say'st; 
I have none other brethren than the wolves, 
And, tjll thy heart be changed from what it is, 
Thou art not worthy to be called thar kin." 



Tis shrunk and parched within m 
And, looking upward fearfully, he saw 
Only a wolf that shrank away and ran, 
Dgly and fierce, to hide among the woods. 
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STANZAS ON FREEDOM. 

Men I whose boast it is that ye 
Come of "fathei's brave and free. 
If there breathe on earth a alave, 
Are ye truly free and brave ? 
If ye do not feel the chain, 
When it works a brother's pain, 
Are ye not base slaves indeed, 
Slaves unworthy to be freed ? 

Women ! who shall one day bear 
Sons to breathe New England mf, 
If ye hear, without a blush, 
Deeds to make the roused blood rush 
Like red lava through your veins, 
For your sisters now in ehains, — 
Answer ! are ye fit to be 
Mothers of the brave and free ? 

Is true Freedom bat to break 
Fetters for onr oivn dear sate, 
And, with leathern hearte, forget 
That we owe mankind a debt? 
No ! true freedom ie to share 
All the chains our brothers wear. 
And, with heart and hand, to be 
Earnest to make others free ! 

They are slaves who fear to apeak 
For the fallen and the weak ; 
They are slaves who will not choose 
Hatred, scoffing, and abuse, 
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Tiathcr than in silence shrink 
From the tratli they neetJs must fhink ; 
They are slaTes who dare not be 
In the risht with two or three. 
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COLTTMBUS. 

The cordage creaks and rattles in tlie wind, 
With freaks of sudden hush ; the reeling sea 
Now thumps like solid rock beneath the stem. 
Now leaps with clumsy wrath, Btjikes short, and, 

falling 
Crumbled to whispery foam, slips rustliiig down 
The broad backs of the waves, which jostle and 

crowd 
To fling themselves upon that unknown shore, 
Thiiir used familiar since the dawn of time, 
Whither this foredoomed life is guided on 
To'swa^ on triumph's Inished, aspiring poise 
One ghttering moment, then to break fulfilled. 

How lonely is the sea's perpetual awing, 
The melancholy wash of endless waves. 
The sigh of some grim monster undescried, 
Fear-piunted on the canvas of the dark. 
Shifting on his uneasy pillow of brine ! 
Tet night brings more companions than the day 
To this drear waste ; new eoiisfellalions burn, 
And fairer stars, wiih whose calm height my soul 
Finds nearer sympathy than with my herd 
Of earthen sonls, whose vixen's scanty ring 
Makes me iia prisoner to beat my wings 
Agiunst the cold bars of their unbeliel; 
Knowing in vain my own free heaven be3'ond. 
O'God I this world, so crammed with eager life, 
That comes and goes and wanders back to ^lence, 
Like the idle wind, which yet man's shaping mind 
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Cat! make his d:'iid|!;e to swell tbe longing sails 

Of hiffhest eodeaTor, — this mad, unthrift world. 

Which, every hoar, throws life enough away 

To maie her deserts kiad and bospiCahle, 

Leta her great dealinies be waved aside 

By smooth, lip-reverent, formal infidels, 

Wbo weigh the God they not believe with gold, 

And find no spot in Judaa, save tliat he, 

Driving a duller bargain than he ought, 

Saddled hia guild wirti too cheap precedent. 

O Faith ! if thou art strong, thine opposite 

Is mighty also, and the dnll fool's sneer 

Hath ofttimes shot chill palsy through the arm 

Just lifted to achieve its crowning (feed. 

And made the firm-based heart, fliat would have 

quailed 
The rack or fagot, shudder like a leaf 
Wrinkled with frost, and loose upon its stem. 
The wicked and the weak, by some dark law. 
Have a strange power to shut and rivet down 
Their own hoiizOH round us, to unwiug 
Our heaven-aspiring visions, and to blur 
With surly clouds t^e Future's gleaming peaks. 
Far seen across the brine of thankless years. 
If the chosen soul could never be alone 
In deep mid-silence, open-doored to God, 
No greatness ever had been dreamed or done ; 
Among dull hearts a prophet never grew ; 
The nurse of full-grown souls is solitude. 

The old world is effet« ; there man with man 
Jostles, and, in the brawl for means to hve, 
Life is trod under-foot, — Life, the one block 
Of marble that^s vouchsafed whei-efrom to carve 
Onr great thonghts, wKte and godlike, to shine do*n 
The future, Lite, the irredeemable block, 
Which one o'er-haaty chisel-dint oft mars, 
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^'canting our room to eut the features out 
Of our fall hope, eo forcing us to crown 
With a mean head the perfect limbs, or leave 
The god's face glowing o'er a satyr's tranfc, 
Failure's brief epitaph. 

Yes, Europe's world 
Keels on to judgment ; diere the common need, 
Losing God'a aacred use, ffl be a bond 
'Twixt Me and Thee, seta eaeb one aoowlingly 
O'er his own selfish hoard at bay ; no state, 
Knit sti'ongly with eternal fibres up 
Of all mei?s separate and united weals, 
Self-poised and sole as stars, yet one ae light, 
Holite up a shape of lai^ Humanity 
To which by natural instinct every man 
Pays loyalty exulting, by which all 
Mould their own lives, and feel their pulses filled 
With -the red fiery blood of the general life, 
Making diena mighty in peace, as now in war 
They are, even in me flush of victory, weak. 
Conquering that manhood which should them 

And what gift bring I to this untried world ? 

Shall the same tragedy be played anew. 

And the same lurid curtain drop at last 

On one dread desolation, one fierce crash 

Of that recoil which on its makers God 

Lets Ignorance and Sin and Hunger make, 

Early or late ? Or shall that comnionwealtb 

Whose potent unity and concentric force 

Can draw these scattered joints and parts of men 

Into a whole ideal man once more, 

Which sucks not fi«ni its limbs the life away, 

But sends it flood-tide and creates itself 

Over again in every citizen. 

Be there built up ? For me, I have no choice ; 

I might turn back to other destinies, 
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For one aineere feey opes all Fortune's doors ; 

But whoso answei'B not God's earliest tall, 

Forfeits or dulls that faculty supreme 

Of lying open to hia genius 

Whi;;h makes the wise heart certaia of its ends. 

Here am I ; for what and God knows, not I ; 

Westward still points the inexorable soul : 

Here am I, witb no fiieud but the sad saa, 

The beating heart of this great enterpiise, 

Whifh, Tvitnont me, woutrf stiffen in swift death; 

This have 1 mused on, since mine eye could first 

Among ihe stars distinguish and with joy 

Best on that God-fed Pharos of the north, 

On some blue promontory of heaven lighted 

That jutfl far out into the upper sea ; 

To Ibis one hope my heart hath clung for years, 

As would a foundling to the talisman 

Hung round his neck by hands he knew not whose ; 

A poor, vile thing and di'oss to all beside, 

Tet he therein can feel a virtue left 

By the sad pressure of a mother's hand, 

And unto him it still is tremulous 

With palpitating haste and wet with tears, 

The key to him of hope and humanness, 

The coarse shell of life's pearl, Expectajicy. 

This hope hath been to me for love and fiune, 

Hath made me wholly lonely on the earth. 

Building me up as in a thick-ribbed tower. 

Wherewith enwalled my watching spirit burned. 

Conquering its little island Irom the Dark, 

Sole as a scholar's lamp, and heard men's steps. 

In the far hurry of the outward world. 

Pass dimly tortix and back, sounds heard in drean. 

As Ganymede by the eagle was snafched up 

From the gross sod to be Jove's cupbearer, 

So was I lifted by my great deagn : 
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And who hath trod Olympue, from his eye 
l''ades not that broader outlook of the gods; 
Ilis life's hjw valleys overbrow earth's clouds, 
And that Olympian spectre of the past 
Looms towering up in sovereign memory, 
Rnckoning his soul from meaner heights of doom. 
Had but the shadow of the Thundover's bird, 
Flashing athwart m^y spirit, made of me 
A swiflAeti'aying vision's Ganymede, 
Yet to have greatly dreiuned precludes low ends ; 
Great days have ever such a mornins-i-ed, 
On such a base great futures are built up, 
And aspiration, though not put in act, 
Comes back to aak its plighted troth again. 
Still watches round its grave the unlaid ghoHt 
Of a dead virtue, and makes other hopes, 
Bava that implacable one, seem thin and bleak 
As shadows of bare trees upon the snow, 
Eomid freezing there by the unpitying moon. 

While other youths perplexed their mandolins, 
Praying that Thetis would her fingera twine 
III the loose glories of her lover's h^r. 
And wile another kiss to keep back day, 
I, stretched beneath the many-centuried shade 
Of some writhed oak, the wood's LaocoOn, 
Did of my hope a dryad mistress make, 
Whom I would woo to meet me privily. 
Or underneath tlie stare, or when the moon 
Flecked all the forest floor with scattered pearis. 

days whose memory tames to fiiwning down 
The surly fijl! of Ocean's bristled neck I 

1 know not when this hope enthralled me first 
But fix)m my boyhood up I loved to hear 
The tall-pine-forests of the Apennine 
Miiimur their hoai'y legends of the sea, 
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132 COLUMBUS. 

Whieli hearing, I in -vision clear beheld 

The sudden dai-k of tropic night shut down 

O'er the huge whisper of great watery waalas, 

The while a pajr of herons tnulingly 

Flapped inland, where some le^ue-wide riyer 

hurled , 

The yellow spoil of unconjectnred, realms 
Far through a, gulf's ffreen alence, never scarred 
By any but the NortHwind's hurrying keels. 
Aiid not the pines alone ; all sights and sounds 
To my world-seeking heart paid fealty, 
And catered for it as the Ci-etan beee 
Brought honey to the baby Jupiter, 
Who in his soft hand cnished a violet. 
Godlike forerau^cg the rough thunder's gripe ; 
Then did I entertain the poets song, 
My great Idea's guest, and, pasang o'er 
That iron bridge the Tuscan built to hell, 
I heard Ulysses tell of mountMn-chains 
Whose adamantine links, his manacles, 
Tlie wealern main shookgrowling, and still gnawed 
I brooded on the wise Attienian's tale 
Of happy Atlantis, and heard Biorne's keel 
Crunch the gray pebbles of the Vinland shore ; 
For I believed the poets ; it is they 
Who utter wisdom from the central deep. 
And, listening to the inner flow of things, 
Speak to the age out of eternity. 

Ah me I old hermits sought for solitude 
In oaves and desert places of the earth. 
Where their own heart-beat was the only stir 
Of living thing that comforted the year ; 
But the bald pillar-top of Simeon, 
In midnight's olankest waste, were popnlous, 
Matched with the isolation drear and deep 
Of him who pines among the swarm of men, 



H3CBC c, Cil>':)yk 



At once a new tliought'a king and prisoner, 

Peeiing the trnep life witlun hh life, 

The fountain of his spirit's prophecy. 

Sinking away and wasting, drop_ by di'op, 

In the iingfatefii! sands of sceptic ears. 

He in the palace-iuslee of uutrod woods 

Doth walk a king ; for him the pent-up cell 

Widens beyond Sie circles of the stars, 

And all the sceptred spirila of ilie past 

Come thronging in to greet him as their peer ; 

But in the market-place's glare and throng 

He sits apart, an e:icile, and his brow 

Atihes witii the mocking memory of its crown. 

But to the spirit select mere is no choice ; 

He cannot say, This will I do, or that, 

For the cheap means putting Heaven's ends in 

pawn. 
And bartering his bleak rocks, the freehold stem 
Of destiny's first-bom, for smoother fields 
That yi'Jd no crop of self-denying will ; 
A hand is stretched to him from oat the dark, 
Which grasping without question, he is led 
Wliere there is work that be must do for Ood. 
Tlie trial still is the strength's complement, 
And the uncertain, dizzy path that scales 



Clianees have laws as fixed as planets have. 
And disappointment's dry and titter root, 
Envy's harsh berries, and the ehoking pool 
Of the world's scorn, are the right mother-milk 
To the tough hearts that pioneer their kind, 
And bre^ a pathway to those unknown realms 
That in the earth's broad shadow lie enthralled ; 
Endurance is the crowning quality, 
And patience all the pasaon of great hearts ; 
These are thdr stay, and when the leaden world 
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Sels its hard fece against tlieir fateful thouglif, 
And brute atrenglh, like a scornful conquei-or, 
Clangs his huge m3<;e down in the other scale, 
The inspired soul but fljngs bis patience in, 
And slowly that outweighs the ponderons globe, — ■ 
One ftuth against a v/hala earth s unbeliaf, 
One soul against the flesh of all mankind. 

Thus ever seems it when my soul can heai' 

The voice that errs not; then my triumph gleams, 

O'er the blank ocean beckoning, and all night 

My heart flies on before me as I sail ; 

Far on I see my lifelong enterprise, 

Whieh rose like Ganges 'mid the freezing snoiTS 

Of a world's sordidness, sweep broadening down. 

And, gatfaei'ing to itself a thousand streams, 

Grow sacred ere it mingle with the sea ; 

I see the ungated wall of chaos old. 

With blocks Cyclopean hewn of solid night, 

Fade like a wreath of unretuniing mist 

Befoia the irreversible feet of light; — 

And lo, with what clear omen in the east 

On day's grip' threshold stands the eager dawn, 

Like j'oung Leandor rosy from the sea 

Glowing at Hero's lattice ! 

One day more 
These mutl«ring shoalbrains leave the holm to me : 
God, let me not in their dull ooie be stranded ; 
Let not tliia one fraHl bark, to hollow which 
I have dug out the pith and ^newy heart 
Of my aspiring life's fair truck, be so i 
Cast up to warp and blacken in the sun. 
Just as the opposing ivind '^ns wliistle off 
His eheek-flwollen mates, and from tlie leaning 

Fortune's full sail strains forward ! 



H3CBCC, Google 



One poor day I — 
Remember whose and not !iow short it is I 
It is God'a day, it is Columbus'a. 
A lavish day ! One day, with life and heart, 
's more than time enough to find a world. 
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The lower of old Saint Nicholas soared upward W 

the sides, 
Like some huge piece of Nature's make, the growth 



You could not deem its crowding spires a viork of 

human art. 
They seemed to stm^le lightward from a sturdy 

living heart. 

Not Nature's self more freely speaks in crj^fal or 

Than, through the pious huilder'a hand, in that 

gray pile she spoke ; 
And as from acorn springs the oak, so, freely and 

Sprang from his heart this hymn to God, sung in 
ohedient stone. 

It seemed a wondrous freak of chance, so perfect, 

yet so rough, 
A nbim of Nature crj-staflized slowly in granite 

The tiiick spires yearned towards the sky in quaint 

harmonious lines, 
And In broad sunlight basked and slept, like a 

grove of blasted pines. 

Never did roek or stream or tree lay claim with 

better right 
To all the adorning sympathies of shadow and of 

light; 
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AN IKCIDENT OF THE FIRE AT HAMBUKG. 187 

And, in. tliat forest petrified, aa forester there 

dwells 
Stout Herman, the old sacristan, sole lord of all ils 

beUs. 

Surge leaping after surge, the fire Kiared onward 

red aa blood, 
Till half of Hamburg lay engulfed beneath the 

eddying flood; 
For miles away, the fiery spray poured down its 

deadly rain, 
And back and forth the billows sucked, and paused, 

and burst agsun. 

From square to square with tiger leaps panted the 

lustful flre. 
The air to leeward shuddered with the gasps of its 

And church and palace, which even now stood 

whelmed but to the knee, 
Lilt their black roofs Eke breakers lone amid the 

whirling sea. 

Up in hia tower old Herman sat and watched with 

quiet look ; 
His soul had trusted God loo long to be at last for- 

He could not fear, for surely God a pathway would 

unfold 
Through this red sea for faithful hearta, as once he 

did of old. 
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And, ere 3, pater half waa said, 'mid smoke auc! 

crackling glare. 
His island tower scarce jots its head aboye the widu 

Upon the peril's desperate peak his heart stood up 

His first thought was for God above, his next was 

for his chime ; 
" Sing now and make your voices heard in hymns 

of praise," cried be, 
" As did the Israelites of old, safe walking through 

the sea! 

"Through this red sea our God hath made the 

pathway safe to shore ; 
Our promised land stands fiill in sight ; shout now 

And as the tower came crusbing down, tbe bells, 

in clear accord, 
Pealed forth the grand old Geiinan hymn, — " All 

good souls, praise the Lord 1 " 
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THE SOWEE- 

I SAW a Sower walking slow 
Across tlie earth, from east to west ; 
His hair was white as mountain snow, 
IBs head drooped forwai-d on hia breast. 

With shrivelled hands he flung his seed, 
Nor aver turned to look behind ; 
Of sight or sound he took no heed ; 
It seemed he was both deaf and blind. 

His dim face showed no soul beneath. 
Yet in my heart I felt a stir. 
As if I looked npon the slieath 
That once had clasped Excalibur. 

I heard, as slall the seed he cast, 
How, crooning to himself, he sung, — 
" I sow again the holy Past, 
The happy daj-s when I was young, 

" Then all was wheat without a tare. 
Then all was righteous, fair, and true ; 
And I am he whose thoughtful care 
Shall plant the Old World in Uie New. 

" The truilful germs I scatter free, 
With busy hand, while all men sleep ; 
In Europe now, from sea to sea. 
The nations bless me as they reap." 
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Thea 1 looked hack along his path, 
And heard the clash of steel on steel, 
Where man faced man, in deadly wrath, 
While clanged the tocsin's hurrying peal. 

The sky with bnruiiw towns flfired red, 
Nearer the noise of fighting rolled. 
And brothers' blood, By brothers shed, 
Crept, curdling, over pavements cold. 

Then marked I bow each geroi of truth 
Which through the dotard's fingers ran 
Was mated with a dragon's tooth 
Whence there sprang up an armed man. 

I shouted, but he could not hear ; 
Ma<Ie signs, but these he could not see ; 
And alilT, ivitliout a doubt or fear. 
Broadcast he severed anarchy. 

Long to my straining ears the blast 
Brought fetiitly hack the worda he sung:— 
" I sow again the holy Pa-st, 
The happy days when I was young." 
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HUNGER AND COLD. 

Sisters tiro, all praise to you, 
With your faces pinched and blue ; 
To the poor man you've been true 

From of old : 
You can speak the keenest word, 
You ai-e sure of being heard, 
From the poiut you're never stirred, 

Hunger and Cold 1 

T/St sleek statesmen temporize ; 
Falsied are their shifts and lies 
When tliey meet your bloodshot eyes, 

Grim and bold; 
Policy you set at naught, 
In their trans you'll not be caught, 
You're too honest to be bought, 

Hunger and Cold ! 

Bolt and bar the palace-door ; 
While the mass of men ai-e poor. 
Naked frath grows more ana more 

Uncontrolled ; 
You had never yet, I guess. 
Any praise for bashfumess, 
You can visit sans courtdress. 

Hunger and Cold ! 

While the music fell and rose. 
And the dance reeled to its close. 
Where her round of costly woea 
Fashion strolled. 
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I beheld with shuddering fear 
Wolves' eyes through the windows peer ; 
Little dream they you are near, 
Hunger and Cold ! 

When the toilei'B heart you clutch. 
Conscience is not valued much, 
He reeks not a bloody smutch 

On hia gold : 
Everything to you defers, 
You are potent reasoners. 
At your whisper Treason Btirs, 

Hunger and Cold ! 

Bude comparisons you draw, 
Words refuse to sate your maw, 
Your gaunt limbs the cobweb law 

Cannot hold ; 
You're not digged with foolish pride, 
But can seize a right denied ; 
Somehow God is on your side. 

Hunger and Cold I 

You respect no hoary wrong 
More for having triumphed long ; 
Its past victims, ht^avd throng, 

From the mould 
You unbury: Bwords and spears 
Weaker are than poor men's teai-s, 
Wealter than your silent years, 

Hunger and Cold I 

Let them guard both hall and bower ; 
Thrmigh the window you will glower, 
Patient till your reckoning hour 
Shall be tolled : 
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Cheeks are pale, biit handa are red, 
Guiltless blood may ehani^e be slieil, 
But ye must and will be f^d, 
Hunger aod Cold ! 

God has plans man miisC not spoil, 
Some were made to starve ana toil. 
Some to share the wine and oil, 

We are told: 
Devii's theories are these. 
Stifling hope and love and peace, 
Framed your hideous Jusls io please, 

Hlinger and Cold ! 

Scatter ashes on, thy head, 
Tears of burning sorrow shed, 
Earth ! and be by pity led 

To Love's folcl ; 
Ere they block the very door 
With lean coi'pses of the poor. 
And will hush for naught but gore,— 

Hunger and Cold ! 
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THE liANDLOED, 

What boot your houses and your landa ? 

Til spite of close-drawn deed and fence, 
Lite water, 'twist your cheated hands, 
They slip into the graveyard's sands 

And mock your ownei-ahip's pretence. 

How shall you speak to urge your right, 

Choked with that soil for which you lust ? 
The bit of clay, for whose delight 
You grasp, is mortgaged, loo ; Dnath might 
Foreclose this very day in dust. 

FeQce as you please, thia plain poor man. 
Whose only fields are in his wit. 

Who shapes the world, as best he can. 

According to God's higher plan. 
Owns you and lences as is fit. 

Though yours the rents, his incomes wax 

By right of eminent domain ; 
From factory tall to woodman's axe, 
All things on earth must pay their tax. 

To feed his hungry heart and brain. 

He takes you from your-easy ch^r. 

And what he plans, that you mast do ; 
You sleep in down, eat dainty fare, — 
He mounts his crazy garret-stair 
• And starves, the landlord ever you 
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Feeding the clods your idiBsae drains, 

You make more green six feet of soil ; 
His fruitful word, like suns and rains, 
Partakes tlie seasons' bounteous p^na, 
And toils to lighten human toil. 

Your lands, with force or cunning got, 
Shrink to the measure of the grave; 
But Death himself abridges not 
The tenures of almighty thought. 
The titles of the ivise and brave. 
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TO A PINE-TREE. 

Fah up on Katahdin tliou towerest. 

Purple-blue with the distanee and vast; 

Like a eloud o'er the lowlands thou lowerest. 
That hangs poised on a lull in the blast, 
To its &11 leaning awfuL 

In the Btorm, like a prophet o'ermaddened, 
Thou ingest and tosseat thy branchea ; 

Thy heart with the terror is gladdened, 
Thou forebodest the dread avalanches, 

Whea whole mouutiuns swoop vale ward. 

In the calm thou o'erstretchest the valleys 
With thine arms, as if hlessui^s imploring, 

Like an old king led forth from his palace. 

When his people to battle are pouring 

From the city beneatii him. 

To the lumberer asleep 'neath thy glooming 
Thou dost sing of wild billows m motion, 

Till he longs to be swung 'mid their booming 
In the tents of the Arabs of ocean, 
Whose finned isles are their cattle. 

For die gale snatches thee for his lyre. 
With mad hand crashing melody frantic, 

While he pours forth his mighty desire 
To leap down on the eager Atlantic, 

Whose ai-nis atretuJi to his playmate. 
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The wild storm makes his lair in thy branches, 

Preying thence on tho continent under ; 

Lake a lion, crouched close on hia hanuches, 

. There await«th hts leap the fierce thunder, 

Gi'owling low with impatience. 

Spite of winter, thou kcep'st thy green gloiy. 
Lusty father of Titana OMt number ! 

The snow-flakes alone make thee hoary, 
Nestling close to thy branches in slumber. 
And thee mantling with silence. 

Thou alone knoVat the splendor of winter, 
'Mid thy snow-silvered, bushed precipices, 

Hearing cri^s of green ice groan and splinter, 
And then plunge down the muffled abysses 
In the quiet of midnight. 

Thou alone know'st the glory of summer, 
Gazing down on thy broad seiK of forest. 

On thy sobjeofs that send a proud murmur 
Up to tbee, to their aaebem, who towerest 
Fram tliy bleak throne to heaven. 
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SI DESCENDEEO IN tNFERNUM, ABES. 

O, WAHDERiNG dim on the extremeet ed^e 
Of God's bright providence, whose spirits sigh 

JJrearily in you, like the winter sedge 

That shivers o'er the dead pool stiff and dry, 

A thin, sad voice, when the bold wind roars by 

From the clear North of Duty, — 

Still by craclied arch and broken shaft I trace 

That here vras once a shrine and holy place 
Of the supernal Beauly, — 
A child's play-altar reared of stones and moss, 
With wilted dowers for offering laid across, 

Mute recognition of the all-ruling Grace. 

How far are ye from the innocent, from those 

Whoae heiuls are as a little lane serene, 
Smooth-heaped from wall to wall with unbi-oke 

Or in the summer blithe with lamb-cropped 

green, 
Save the one track, where naught more rude is 



How far are ye from those I yet who believes 
That ye cam shut out heaven ? 
Tour souls partake its influence, not in vain 
Kor all unconscious, as that silent lane 

ItB drift of noiseless apple-blooms receives. 
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I DESCBNDBKO IN INFBENUM, ABES. 143 



Looking within mj'seif, I note how thin 

A plaalt of station, chanoe, or prosperous fate, . 

Doth fence me irom the cluteliiiig waves of sin ; — 
In my own heart I find the worst man's mate, 
And see not dimly the smooth-binged gate 
That opes to those abysses 

Where ye grope darlily, — ye who never knew 

On yonr young hearts love's consecrating dew. 
Or felt a mother's kisses, 
Or home's restraining tendrils round you curled j 
Ah, Mde by side with heart's-ease in tliis world 

The fatal nightshade grows and bitter rue I 

One band ye cannot break, — the ibrce that clips 
And grasps your circles to the central light ; 

Yours is the prodigal comet's long ellipse, 
Self-exiled to the farthest verge of night ; 
Yet strives with you no less that inward might 
No sin bath e'er imhruted ; 

The god in you the ereed-dimmed eye eludes ; 

The Law brooks not to hays its solitudes 
By bigot feet polluted ;— 
Yet they who watch your God-oompelled return 
May see your happy perihelion bum 

Where the calm sun his unllec3ged planets broods. 
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TO THE PAST. 

WoNDBOua and awful are thy alent hallfl, 

kinffdom of tlie past I 

There lie the bygone ages in their palla, 

Guarded by shadows vast, — 

There all is hushed and breathless, 

Save when some uni^ of old en-or falls 

Eartb worshipped once as deathless. 

There fdia drear Egypt, "mid beleaguering sands, 

Half woman and half beast, 
The burnt-out torch within her mouldering 
hands 
That once lit all the East ; 
A dotard bleared and hoary, 
There Asser crouches o'er the blackened brands 
Of Aaa's long-quenched glory. 

Still as a city buried 'neath the sea. 
Thy courts and temple stand ; 
Idle as fonns on wind-waved tapestry 
Of sainis and heroes grand, 
Thy pl>antasmB grope and shiver. 
Or watch the loose shores crumbling silently 
Into Time's gnawing river. 

Titanic shapes with faces blank and dun. 

Of their old godhead lorn. 
Gaze on the embers of the sunken sun. 
Which they misdeem for mom ; 
And yet the eiei'nal sorrow 
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Ih tlioir uiimonarelied. eyes says day is done 
Without the hope of mori-ow. 

O realm of silence and of swart eclipse, 

The shapes that haunt thy glooui 
Make signs to us and move their withered lips 
Across the gulf of doom ; 
Yet all thar sound and motion 
Bring no more freight to us than wraiths of ships 
On the mirage's ocean. 

And if sometimes a moaning wauderelJi 

From out thy desolate halls, 
If some grim shadow of thy living death 
Across our sunshine falls 
And scares the world to error, 
The etei-nal life sends forth melodious bi'eatii 
To chase the misty terror. 

Thy mighty clamors, wars, and world-noised deeds 

Are silent now in dust, 
Gone like a tremble of the huddling reeds 
Beneath some sudden gust; 
Thy forms and creeds have vanished, ■ 
Tossed out to wither like unsightly weeds 
From the world's garden banished. 

Whatever of true life there was in thee 

Wield soil thy bent and wrinkled empeiy. 
And shake thine idle chains ; — 

To thee thy dross is dinging, 
For us thy martyrs die, thy prophets see, 

Thy poets atilJ are sin^ng. 

Here, 'mid the bleak waves of our strife and cai-e, 
Float the green Fortunalc lales 
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152 TO THE PAST. 

Where all thy hero-spirita dwell, and share 
Our mai-tyrdoms and toils ; 

The present moves attended 
With all of bi-ave and excellent and f^r 

That made tlie old tjme splendid. 
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TO THE rUTURE. 

O Land of Promise 1 from what Piegah's height 

Can I behold thy strekh of peaceful boweni, 
Thy golden harvests flowing out of sight. 

Thy neatled homea and sun-illumined towers ? 

Gazing upon the aunse)?B higli-heaped gold, 
Its ci-ags of opal and of ehryaolite, 

Its deepa on deeps of glory, that unfold 
Still Brightening shyases, 
And blazing precipices, 
^V^lenpe but a acanl^ leap it seems to heaven, 



Land of Quiet ! to thy shore the surf 

Of the perturbed Pi-esent rolls and sleeps ; 
Our stoi-ms breathe soft as June upon thy turf 
And lure out blossoms ; to thy bosom leaps. 
As to a mother's, the o'erwearied heart, 
Hearing far off and dim the toiling mart. 

The hurrying feet, the cui-ses without number, 
And, circled with the glow Elysian, 
Of thine exulting vision. 
Out of ils very cares woos charms for peace and 
slumber. 

To thee the Earth lifls up her fettered hands 
And cries for vengeance ; with a pitying smite 

Thou blesaeat her, and she forgets her bands, 
Aud her old woe-worn face a little while 
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154 TO THE 1-UTUKE. 

Grows young and noble ; unto iliee the Oppressor 

Looks, and is dumb with awe ; 

The eternal law, 
Wlbich makes the crime its own blindfold i-edrcsser, 
Shadows his heart with perilous foreboding. 

And he can see the grim-ejed Doom 

From out the trembhng gloom 
Its silent-footed steeds toward his palace goading. 

What promises haat thou for Poets' eyes, 
Aweary of ihe turmoil and tlie wi-ong ! 

To all tbeir hopes what overjoyed replies I 
What undreamed ecstasies for blissful si 



Tlw happy plains no war-trump's brawling clangor 

Disturbs, and fools the poor to hat-e the poor ; 
The humble glares not on the high with anger ; 

Love leaves no grudge at less, no greed for more ; 
In vmn strives Sell the godlike sense to smother; 
From the soul's deeps 
It throbs and leaps ; 
The noble 'neath foal rags bcliolds his long-lost 
brother. 

To thee tbe-Martyr looketh, and his fires 
Unlock (heir fangs and leave his spirit free ; 

To thee the Poet 'mid his toil aspires, 

And grief and hunger climb about his knee, 

Welcome as children ; thou upholdest 

The lone Inventor by his demon haimted ; 

The Prophet cries to tliee when hearts are coldest. 
And, ga^ng o'er the midnight's bleak abyss, 
Sees the drowsed soul awaken at thy kiss, 

And stretch its happy arms and leap up disen 
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With hoiror in their hantls the aceureed spear 
That tore the meek One's side on Calvary, 
And from their trophies shrink with ghastly fear ; 
Thou, too, art the Forsver, 
The beauty of man'a soul to man revealing ; 
The an-ows from thy quiver 
I'ieree Erroi's guilty heart, but only pierce for 



Shut, gates of Fancy, on your golden gleams,- 

This agony of hopeless contrast spare me 1 
Fade, cheating glow, and leave me to my night 
He is a toward, who would bon'ow 
A chann agwnst the present son-ow 
I.i'rom the vague Future's promise of delight ; 
As life's alarnma nearer roll, 
The ancestral buckler calls, 
Self-clanging from the walls 
In the high temple of the soul ; 
Where are most sorroivs, there the poet's sphei 
To feed the soul with patience, 
To heal its desolations 
With woi'ds of unshorn truth, with love that a 
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I SAW the twinkle of while feet, 
I saw the flash of robes descending ; 

Before her ran an influence fleet, 
That bowed my heart like barley bending. 

As, in bare fields, the searching bees 
Hlot to blooms beyond our finding, 

It led me oti, by sweet degrees 
Joy's simple honey-cells unbmding. 

Those Graces were that seemed grim Fates ; 
With nearer love the'sky leaned o'er roe ; 

The long-Hought Secret's golden gates 
On musicM hinges swung before nie. 

I saw the brimmed bowl in her grasp 
Thrilling with godhood ; Jike a lover 

I sprang the proffered life to clasp ; — 
The beaker fell ; the !uok was over. 

The Earth has drunk the vinta^ up ; 
What boots it patch the goblet's splinters ? 

Can Summer fill the icy cup, 
Whose treacherous crystal is but Winter's ? 

O spendthrift, haste ! await the GotU ; 
Their nectar crowns the lips of Patience ; 

Haste scatters on unthankful sods 
The immortal g^fl) in vain Ubations. 

Coy Hebe flies from those that woo. 
And shuns the hands would seise upon her; 

Follow thy life, and she will sue 
To pour for Ihee the cup of honour. 
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THE SEAKOH. 

I WBKT to seek for Chnst, 
And Nature seemed so fair 
Tliat firat tlie woods and fields my youth enticed, 
And I was sure to find him liere : 
The temple I forsook, 
And to tiie solitnde 
Allegiance paid; but Winter came and shook 
The erown and purple from my wood ; 
His snows, like desert sands, with scornful drift, 
Besieged the columned aisle and palace-gata; 
My Theties, cat deep with many a solemn rift, 

Bu6 epitaphed her own sepulchred state ; 
Then I remembered whom I went to seek, 
And blessed bluat Winter for his eomisel bleti. 

Back to the world I turned, 
For Christ, I said, is King ; 
So the cramped alley and the hut 1 spurned, 
As far beneath his sojourning ; 

'Mid. power and wealth I sought. 
But lound no trace of him, 
And all the costly offerings I had brought 

With sudden rust and mould grew dim : 
I found his tomb, indeed, where, by ^eir laws, 
I stated days themselves imprison, 



Due sacrifice to this they set apart, 

Prizing it more than Christ's own living heart 

So from my feet the dust 
Of tlie proud World I shook ; 
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Then eamo dear Love and sbarcd willi me !iis 

And half my hojtow'b burden toolt. 
After the World's soft bed, 
Its rich and dainty fare, 
Like down seemed Love's coaree pillow to my 

Hia cheap food seemed as manna rare ; 
Fresh-trodden prints of bare and Weeding feet, 

Turned to the heedless city whence I came, 
Hardby I saw, and epvings of worship sweet 

Gushed jrom my lAch heart smitten hy the same ; 
IjOvc looked me in the face and spake no words, 
But straight I knew those foot-prints were tlie 

I followed wliei'e tliey led 
And in a hove! rude. 
With naught to fence the weather from his head, 
The King I sought fqr meekly stood 
A naked, hunmy child 
Clung i-ound his gracious knee, 
And a poor hunted slave looked up and smiled 

To hleas the smile that set him free ; 
New miracles I saw his presence do, — 

No more I knew die uovel bare and poor, 
The gathered chips into a woodpile grew, 

The broken morsel swelled to goodly store ; 
I knelt and wept : my Chiist no more I seek, 
His throne is widi the outcast and the weak. 
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THE PRESENT CRISIS. 

When a deed is done foi- Fi'eedom, througli tlin 

broad eavlii's aching breast 
Iluns a thrill of joy prophetjc, trembling on from 

east to west, 
And the dave, where'er he cowers, feela the soul 

within him climb 
To ihe awful verge of manhood, as the energy 



When the traviul of the Ages wrings earth's eys- 

teins to and fro; 
At the birth of each new Era, with a recognizing 

Nation iflldly looks at nation, standing with mute 
lips apart. 

And glad Tmth's yet mightier man-cliild leaps be- 
neath the Fature? heart. 

So the Evil's triumph sendeth, with a terror and a 

chiU, 
Under continent to continent, the sense of coming 
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In hot tear-drops ebbing earthward, to be drunk 

lip by the sod, 
Till a corpse crawls round unburied, dolvtng in tlie 

nobler clod. 

For mankind are one in spirit, and an instinct bears 

along, 
Round the earth's electric circle, the swift flash of 

right or wrong; 
Whether conscious or unconscious, yet Humanity's 

vast frame 



1 the rest hare 



Once to eveiT man and nation comes the moment 

to decide, 
Tn the strife of Truth with Falsehood, for the good 

or evil side ; 
Some great cause, God's new Messiah, offering 

each the bloom or blight, 
Parts the goats upon the left hand, and the sheep 

upon the right, 
And the choice goes by foreyer 'twixt that dai'k- 

ness and tiiat light- 
Hast thou chosen, O my people, on whose party 

thou slialt stand. 
Ere the Doom from its worn sandala shakes the 

dust agiunat our land ? 
Though (lie cause of Evil prosper, yet 'tis Truth 

alone is strong. 
And, albeit she wander outcast now, I see around 

her throng 
Troops of beautiful, tall angels, to eushield her 

from all wrong. 
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Backwaiii look across the ages and tlie iieacon- 
Tliat, like peaks of some sunk Jontinent, jut through 

Not an ear in court or market for the low fore- 
hodii^ cry 

Of those Cnses, God's stern winnowers, from 
whose feet earth's ebaff must fly ; 

Never shows the choice momentous till the judg- 
ment hath passed by. 

Careless seems the great Avenger ; history's paj^s 
but record 

One death-grapple in the darkness *twixt old sys- 
tems and the Word ; 

Truth forever on the scaffold, Wrong forever on 
the throne, — 

Yet that scaffold swaya the Future, and, behind the 
dim unknown, 

Standeth God within the shadow, keeping watch 
above his own. 

We see dimly in the Present what is small and 

what is great. 
Slow of faitli, how weak an arm inay turn the iron 

helm of fate. 
But the soul is still oi-acular ; amid the market's din, 
List the ominous atera whisper from the Delphic 

Gave within, — 
' They enslave their cliildren's children who make 

compromise with ain." 

[brood. 
Slavery, the earthbom Cyclops, fellest of the giant 
Suns of bruiash Force and Darkness, who have 

drenohed the earlii with blood, 
famished in his self-made desert, blinded by our 
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Gropes in yet iinblaated regions fov his miserable 

Shall we guide his gory fingers ivliere our helpless 
chUdren play ? 

Then to ade with Truth is noble when we share 
her wretched crnat, 

Ere her cause bring fame and profit, and 'tia pros- 
perona to be juat ; 

Then it is the brave man chooses, wlule the coward 
stands asida, 

Doubling in hia abject spirit, till liis Lord is cruci- 
fied, 

e of the faith thejr 



Count me o'er earth's chosen heroes, — they were 
souls that stood alone. 

While the men they ionized for hurled the con- 
tumelious stone,. 

Stood sei-ene, and down the future saw the golden 
beam incline 

To the side of perfect justice, mastered by their 
faith divine, 

By one man's plain truth to manhood and to God's 
supreme design. 

By the light of burning heretics Christ's bleeding 

feet I track. 
Toiling up new Calvaries ever with the cross that 

turns not back. 
And these mounts of aiiD;uish number how each 

generation learned 
One new word of that grand Credo which in 

fropliet-haarts hath burned 
e first man stood God-conqiiored with hia 
face to heaven upturned. 
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HIS. 1G3 

For Humanity aweepa onward : where to-day the 
martyr stands, 

On the morrow crouches Judas with the silver in 
his hands; 

Far in front the cross stands ready and the crack- 
ling fagots bum, 

I'iliile the hooting mob of yesterday in $ilent awe 

To glean up the scattered ashes into History's 
golden urn. 

"Kb as easy to be heroes as to sit tlie idle slaves 
Of a legendary viitue carved upon onr fathers' 

graves, 
Worshippers of light ancestral make the present 

fight a crime ;— 
Was the Mayflower launched by cowards, steered 

by men behind fheir lame ? 
Turn those tracks toward P^ or Future, that 

make Plymouth rock sublime '? 

They were men of present vdor, stalwart old 
iconoclasts, 

Unconvinced by axe or gibbet that all virtue was 
the Past's ; 

But ire make their truth our falsehood, thinking 
that hath made us free, 

Hoarding it in mouldy parchments, while our ten- 
der spirits flee 

The rude grasp of that great Impulse whleli drove 
them across the sea. 



'Xhey have lights who dare mainttun them ; 
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Shall we make their creed our jaler ? Shall we, in 
our haste to slay, 

From the tombs of the old prophets steal the fun- 
eral lamps awaj 

To light up the martyr-fagots round the prophets 
of to-day ? 

New occaaona teach new dudes ; Time mates an- 
cient good uncouth ; 

They must upward still, and onward, who would 
keep abreast of Truth ; 

IJo, before us gleam her camp-fires I we ouraelves 
most Pflgriaia be. 

Launch our Mayflower, and ateer boldly through 



Nor attempt 'the Future's portal with the Past's 
blood-rusted key. 
Deeeiaber, 18i8. 



H3CBCC, Google 



AN INDIAN-SUMMER REVERIE. 

What vialonaiy tiute the year puts on, 
When falling leaves falter through motionless 

Or numblj' cling and shirer to be gone ! 

How shimmer the low flats and pastures bare, 

As with her nectar Hebe Aatumn fills 

Tbe bowl between me and those distant hills, 

AtiiI smiles and Ehakea abroad her misty, tremulous 

Wo more the landscape holds its wealth apart. 
Making me poorer in my poverty, 

But mingles with my senses and my hoavt ; 
My own projected spirit seems to me 

In her own reveno the world to steep ; 

'Tis she that waves to sympathetic sleep, 
Moving, as she is moved, each field and hill, and 

How fuse and nux, with what unfelt degrees, 
Clasped by the fiunt horizon's languid arms, 

Bach into each, the hazy distances i 

The softened season all the landscape charms ; 

Tliose hills, my native village that embay. 

In waves of dreamier puvpfe roll away, 

And floating in mirage seem all the glimmering 



Far distant sounds the hidden chickadee 
Close at my side ; lar distant sound the leaves ; 
The fields seem fields of dream, where Mem- 
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Wandera like gleaning ButL; andastht sheaves 
Of wheat and barley wavered in the oye 
Of Boaa as the maiden's glow went by, 
So tremble and seem remote all things tlie sense 



The cock's shrill trump that tells of scattered 

Passed bi'eezily on by al! bis flapping mates, 
Faint and more iaint, from bam to barn m 
borne, 
Southvrard, perhaps to far Magellan's Straits ; 
Dimiy I catch tte throb of distant flails ; 
Silently overhead the henhawk smIs, 
With watchful, measuring eye, and for his quarry 



The sobei-ed robin, hunger-silent now, 
Seeks cedar-bemes blue, his autumn cheer ; 

The squirrel on the shingly shagbark's bough, 

Now saws, now lists with downward eye and ear. 

Then drops his nut, and, with a chipping 

bound. 
Whisks to his winding fastness underground ; 
The clouds hke swans drift down the streaming 
atmosphere. 

O'er yon bare knoll the pointed cedar shad- 
Drowse on the crisp, gray moss ; the ploughman's 

Creeps faint as smoke from black, fresh-ftuv 
rowed meadows ; 
The single crow a single caw lets fall ; 
And all aromid me every bush and tree 
Says Autumn's here, and Wmter soon wil! bo, 
Who snows his soft, white sleop and silence over 
all. 
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AN INDIAN-SUMMBI: 

The birch, most shy and ladylilte of trees, 
Her poverty, aa beat she may, retrieves. 

And hints at her foregone genlilitiea 
With some Baverl relics of her wealth of leaves ; 

The swamp-oak, with his royal purple on. 

Glares red as blood across the sinking sun, 
As one who pi-oudlier lo a fiiUing fortune cleaves. 

He looks a. sachem, in red blanket wrapt, 
Who, 'mid some council of the sad-garbed 
whites. 

Erect and stem, in his own momoriea lapt. 
With distant eye broods over other sights, 

Sees the hushed wood the city's flai-e [■eplace. 

The wounded turf heal o'er the railway's 

And roams the savage Past of his undwindled 

, The red-oak, softer-grained, yields all for lost, 
And, with his crumpled foliage stjfif and dry, 

After the firat betrayal of the frost, 
Bebufis the kiss of the relenting sky ; 

The chestnuts, lavish of their long-hid gold, 

To the faint Summer, beggared now and old. 

Pour back the sunshine hoarded 'neath her favor- 

The ash her purple drops forgivingly 
And sadly, breaking not IJie generalhush ; 

The mapleiswamps ghjw like a sunset sea, 
Each leaf a ripple with its separate flush ; 

All round the wood's edge creeps the skirting 

Of bushes low, as when, on cloudv davs, 
&i« the rain falls, the 
brush. 
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O'er yon low wall, which guards one unkempt 

Where vinea, and weeds, and somb-oaks intor- 

Safe from the plough, whose rough, discordant 
stone 
Is massed to one soft gray by licbe'ns fine, 

The tangled blackberry, crossed and recrossed, 

A prickly network of ensanguined leaves ; 
Hai'd by, with coral baads, the prim black-alders 

Pillaring with flame this crambling boun- 
Whose loose blocks topple 'neath the ploughboy's 

Who, with each sense shut fast except the 

eye. 
Creeps close and scares the jay he hoped, to 

shoot, 
The woodbine up the elm's straight stem as- 

Coihng it, harmless, with autumnal fires ; 
In the ivj^s paler blaze the martyr oak stands 



Below, the Charles— a stripe of nether sky. 
Now hid by rounded apple-trees between, 

Whose gaps the misplaced bmI sweeps bellying 

Now flickering golden through a woodland 

Then spreading out at his nest turn beyond, 
A silver circle like an inland pond^ 
Slips seaward silently through marshes purple and 
green. 
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Dear marsies ! Tain to him the gift of sight 
Who cannot in their various incomes share, 

From every aeason drawn, of shade aud light, 
Who sees in them but levels brown and bare ; 



Each change of ston 


m or sunshine scatters 


free 






On them its lat^ese of variety, 




nature with cheap mei 


ms sliU wc 


ais her won- 


dei^rare. 







Here, yellower stripes track out the creefc un- 

There, darker growths o'er hidden ditches meet; 
And purpler stains show where the blossoms 

crowd, 
As if the silent shadow of a cloud 
Hung there hecalmecl, with the next breath to 
fleet. 

All round, upon the river's slippery edge. 
Witching to deeper cahn the drowsy tide. 

Whispers and leans the breeze-entangling 

Through emerald glooms the lingering wateiB 

Or, sometimes wavering, throw back the sun, 

And the stiff banks in eddies melt and run 

>f dimpling light, and with the current seem to 

In Summer 'tis a blithesome sight to see. 
As, step by step, with measured swing, they 

The wide-ranked mowers wadino to the knee, 
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Thdr sharp scythea panting through the thiuk- 

Then, sta-etched beneath a rick'B shade in a 

ring, 
Their nooning take, while one begins to sing 
A stave (hat droops and dies 'neath the close aky 

Meanwhile that devil-may-care, the bobohnk, 
Kemembering duty, in raid-qnaver stops 

Just ere he sweeps o'er rapture's tremulous 

And 'twixt the winrows most demurely drops, 
A decorous bird of bu^ness, who pTOvidea 
For his brown mate and fledglings six be- 

And looks from right to Icit, a farmer 'mid bis 



Another change subdues them in the Fall, 
Bnt saildens not ; they still show merrier tints, 

Though sober russet seems to cover all ; 
When the first sunshine through their dew-drops 
glints, 

Look how the yellow clearness, streamed 

Efideems with rarer hnes the season's loss, 
As Dawn's feet there had touched and left theit 
rosy prints. 

Or come when sunset gives its freshened zest 
lican o'er the bridge and let the ruddy tlirill. 
While the shorn sun swells down the hazj 

Glow opposite ; — the marshes drink their fill 
And swoon with purple veins, then slowl; 
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Through pink to brown, as eastward moves tlie 
shade, 
r-engthenin" with stealthy creep, of Simond's dark- 
ening hill. 

Later, and vRt era Winter wholly shuts, 
Ere through the first dry snow the runner grates. 
And the loath cartwheel ecreams in slippery 
ruts, 
While firmer ice the eager boy awaits. 

Trying each buckle and strap beside the fire, 
And until bed-lime plays with his deaire, 
Twenty tjmes putting on and off his new-bought 



Then, every mom, the river's banks shine 

With smooth plate-armor, treacherous and frail. 

By the frosft olinking hammers forged at night, 
'Gainst which the lances of the sun prevjul, 
Giving a pretty emblem of the day 
When guiltier arms in light shall melt away. 
And states shall move free-Iimhed, loosed from war's 
cramping mail. 

And now those waterfalls the ebbing river 
Twice every day creates on either side 

Tjnkle, as through their fresh-sparred grofa 
they sliiver 
In grass-arched channels to the sun denied ; 
High flaps in sparkling blue the far-heard orow, 
The silvered flats gleam frostily below, , 

Buddenly drops the guU and breaks the glassy tide 

But, crowned in turn by vyin^ seasons three. 
Their wint«r halo hath a fuller ring; 
This glory seems to rest immovably,— 
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I 72 AN INDIAN-SUHMEIt REVERIE. 

The others were too fleet and vanishing; 
Wien the Iiid tide k at its highest flow, 
O'er marsh and stream one breathless trance 
of snow 
With brooding fulness awes and hushes every thing. 

The sunshine seems blown off by the bleak 

Aspale as formal candles lit by day ; 

Gropes to the sea the river dumb and blind ; 
The brown ricks, snow-thatched by the storm in 
play, 
Show pearly breakers combing o'er their lee; 
White crests as of some jvist enchanted sea, 
Checked in their maddest leap and hanging poised 
midway. 

But when the eastern blow, with rain aslant, 

. From mid-isea's prturies green and rolling plains 

Drives in his wallowing herds of billows 

gaunt, 

And the roused Charles remembers in his veins 

Old Ocean's blood and snaps his gyves of 

That tyrannous silence on the shoi'es is tost 
In dreary wreck, and crumbling desolation reigns. 

Edgewise or flat, in Druid-like device, 
With leaden pools between or gullies bare. 
The blocks lie strewn, a bleak Stonehenge of 

No life, no sound, to break the criai despair, 
Save sullen plunge, as through the sedges stiff 
Down cracfies riverward some thaw-sapped 
cliff, 
Or when the close-wec^ed'fields of tee crunch hero 
and there. 
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But let me turn from fancy-pie tured scenes 
To that whose pastoral calm before me lies : 
Here nofhing haret or vagg^d intervenes; 
The early evening with her misly dyes 

Smooths off the ravelled edges of the nigh, 
Eelievea the distant with her cooler sky, 
Lnd tones the landscape down, and soothes the 
wearied eyes. 



Whelwinff Gelds famed in hoyhood's history, 
Sanding with houses the diminished green ; 
There, in red hrick, which softening time defies. 
Stand square and Btiff the Muses' factories ; — 
low with my IJfe knit up is every well-known 

Flow on, dear river ! not alone you flow 
To outward sight, and through yoviv marsijes 

Fed from the mystic springs of long-ago. 
Your twin flows silent through ray world of 

Grow dim, dear marshes, in the evening's gray i 
Before my inner sight ye stretch away, 
ind will forever, though these fleshly eyes grow 
blind. 



Where quiet cita in Grecian temples dwell. 
Where Coptic tombs resound with prayer and 
pr^ae. 
Where dust and mud the equal year divide, 



Thera gentlB Allaton lived, and ivrouglit, aiid 
Tranfifiguring street and shup with hia illuminaJ 

Virgilium vldl tanlum,-'! Iiave seen 
But as 3 bo^, who looks aJike od all, 

-That ausiy hiur, that fine Undine-like mien. 
Tremulous as down to feeling's faintest call ; — 
Ah, dear old homestead ! count it to thy fame 
That thither xa&ny times the Painter came ; — 
One elm yet beara his name, a feathery tree and 
tall. 

Swiftly the present fades in memory's glow, — 
Our only sure possession is the past; 

The Tillage blacksmith died a month a^, 
And dim to me the foil's roaring blast ; 
Soon fire-new mediievals we shall see 
Oust the black smithy from its chestnut tree, 
And that hewn down, perhaps, the beehive gi'ecn 
and vast. 



Panting have I the creaky bellows blown, 
And watMied the pent volcano's red increase, 
Then paused to see the ponderous sledge, 

brought down 
By that hard arm voluminous and brown. 
From the white iron swarm its golden vanishing 



Dear native town I whoso choking elms ead 
Witli eddying diist before their time turn gray, 
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_ . n lialf-Buiiken barns. 

The mote-thick air to deepest orange turns, 
The westward horseman rides through clouds of 
gold away. 

So palpable, I've aeen those unshorn few, 
Tlie SIX old willows at the causey's end, 

(Such trees Paul Potter never di'eamed nor 
drew,) 
Through this dry mist their checkering shadows 

Striped, here and there, with many a long- 
drawn thread, 

Where streamed through leaiy chinks the 
tj-emblitig red, 
Past which, in one bright trail, tie hangbird'a 
flashes blend. 

Yea, dearer far thy dust than all that e'er. 
Beneath the awarded crown of vict«ry. 

Gilded the bloivn Olympic charioteer; 
Though lightly prized the ribboned pai-chmenls 

Yet coUegisse Jwai, I am glad 
That here what eolleging w^ mine I had, — 
[t linked anotber tie, dear native town, with tliee 1 

Nearer art tliou than simply native earth. 
My dust with thine concedes a deeper tie ; 

A closer chum thy soil may well put forth, . 

Something of kindi-ed more tlian sympathy ; 

For in tby bounds I reverently laid away 

That.blinding anguish of forsaken clay, 

That IJtle I seemed to have in earth ana sea and 
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That portion of my life more choice to me 
(Thoagh brief, yet in itself so round and whole) 

Than, all the imperfect residue can be ; — 
The Artist saw hia statue of the aoui 

Was perfect ; so, with one regretful stroke, 

The earthen model into fragments broke, 
4iid ivitbout iier die impoverished seasons roil. 
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THE GROWTH OF THE LEGEND. 



D tliat greiv in the forest's liusli 
Slowly as tear-drops gather and gush, 
When a word some poet chanced to say 
Agea ago, in hia careless way, 
Brings our youth hack to us out of its shroud 
Clearly as under yon thunder-cloud 
I aee that white sea.-gull. It grew and grew, 
Prom the pine-trees gathering a sombre hue. 
Till it aeems a mere murmur out of the vast 
Norwegian forests of the past ; 
And it grew itself like a true Northern pine. 
First a Uttle slender Kne, 
Like a mermaid's green eyelash, and then anon 
A stem that a tower might reat upon, 
Standing spear-strai^bt in the waist-deep moss, 
Its bony roots clutching around and across, 
As if they would tear up earti's heart in their grasp 
Ere the storm should uproot them or make them 

unciaap ; 
Its cloudy boughs ainmng, as suiteth the pine, 
To shrunk snow-bearded sea-kings old songs of the 



Hearing waves moan again on the perilous shore 
Of Viiiland, perhaps, while their prow groped it« 
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So, pine-like, the legend grew, slrojig-liiubed and 

tall. 
An the GipBj cluld grows that cais crusts in tiie 

It suckecl the whole Etrength of the earth aud the 
Eky, 

Spring, Summer, Fall, Wmter, all brought it sup- 
ply; 

'Twaa a natural growth, and stood fearlessly tliore, 

A true part of the landscape as sea, land, and 

For it gi-ew in good times, ere the fashion it was 
To force up these wild births of the woods under 

And so, if 'IJs toid as it should he told, 

Though 'twere sung under Venice's moonlight of 

gold. 
Yon mould hear the old voice of its mother, the 

Murmur seahke and northern through every line. 
And the verses should hang, s3lf«ustained aud free, 
Round the vibrating stem of the melody, 
Like tlie lithe sun-steeped limhs of the parent tree. 

Yes, the pine is the mother of legends ; what food 
For their grim i-oots is lefl when tie thousaiid- 

yeared wood — 
The dim-aisled catiedral, whose tall arches spring 
Light, auewy, graceful, firm-set as the wing 
From Michael's white shouldei' — is hewn and de- 

By iconoclast asea in desperate waste. 

And its wrecks seek the ocean it prophesied long, 

Cassandra^like, crooning its mysUcal song '? 

Tlien the legends go wiUi them, — even yet on the 

A wild virtue is left in the tonoli of the tree, 
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And die sfdlor's nigh^watclies are tlirilled to the 

WitJi the lineal offspring of 0<Jin and TLor, 

Yea, wherever tie pine-wood has never let iu, 
Since the day of creation, the light and the din 
Of manifold life, hut has safely conveyed 
From the midnight primeval ite armful of shade, 
And has kept the wdrd Past with its sagas ahve 
■Mid the hum ajid the stir of To-day's basy hive, 
There the legend takes root in the age-gathered 
eloora. 

boughs for their tossing find 



Where Arooatoolc, far-heard, seems 

Groping down to the sea 'neath his 

Where the lake's frore Sahara of never-tracked 

When the crack shoots across it, complains to the 

With a long, lonely moan, that leagues northward 

is lost, 
Ag the ieu shrinks away from the tread of the frost ; 
Where the lumberers sit by the log-firea whicli 

Their own threatening shadows far round o'er the 

When the wolf howls aloof, and the wavering glare 
Flashes out from the blackness the eyes of the bear, 
When the wood's huge recesses, hall-lighted, supply 
A canvas where Fancy her mad brush may try, 
Blotting in giant Horrors that venture not down 
Thi-ough the right-angled streets of the brisk, white- 
washed town, 
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But skulk in the deptlis of the measureless wood 
"Mid the Dark's cteepiog wUapera that uui'dle the 

When the eye, glanced in dread o'er the shoulder, 

may dream, 
Ere it shrinka to the camp-fire's companioning 

gleam, 
. That it saw the fierce ghost of the Red Man crouch 

To the shroud of the tree-trunk's inyincible 
black ; — 

There the old shapes crowd thick round the pine- 
shadowed camp. 

Which shun the keen gleam of the scholarly lamp, 

And the seed of the legend iinds true Norland 
ground, 
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A CONTRAST. 

Thy loye thou aenteet oft to me, 
And sdll as oft I thrust it back ; 

Thy mesaengera I could not see 
In those who every thing ciid lack, — 
The poor, the outcast, and the black. 

PHde held his hand before mine eyes, 

The world with flattery stuffed mine ears ; 

I looked to see a monarch's guise, 

Kor dreamed thy love would knock for years. 
Poor, naked, fettered, full of teara. 

Yet, when I sent my love to thee, 
Thou with a smile didst take it in, 

And eutertwn'dat it royally, 

Though grimed with earth, with hunger thin, 
And loprouB with the taint of sin. 



With weary step and bleeding feet. 
Still kuocking at the heart of pride 
And offering grace, though still denied. 
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EXTREME UNCTION. 

Go ! leaTe me, Priest; my soul would be 

Alone willi the consoler. Death ; 
Far sadder eyes than thine will see 

This crumbling clay yield up its breath ; 
These shrivelled hands have deeper stains 

Than holy oil can cleanse away, — 
Hands that have plucked the world's coarse gains 

As erat they plucked the flowers of May. 

Call, if thou canst, to those gray eyes 

Some faith from youth's traditions wrung ; 
This fruitless husk which duBtward dries 

Has been a heart once, has been young j 
On this bowed head the awful Past 

Onoe l£ud its consecrating hands ; 
The Future in its purpose vast 

Paused, wailing my supreme commands. 

But look ! whose shadows block the door ? 

Who are those two that stand aloof? 
See ! on my hands this freshening gore 

Writes oer again its crimson proof 1 
My looked-for death-bed guests are met ; — 

There my dead Youth dotli wring its bands, 
And there, with eyes that goad me yet, 

The ghost of my Ideal stands 1 

God bends from out the deep and says, — 
" I gave thee the great girt of life ; 

Wast thou not called in many ways ? 
Are not my earth and heaven at strife ? 
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1 gave ttiee of mj seed to sow, 
BrinD;e3t ttou me my hundred-fold ? " 

Can I looi: up with face aglow, 
And answer, "Father, here is gold?" 

I have been innocent; God knows 

WiieD first this wasted life began, 
Not gi'ape with grape more kindlj' grows, 

Tfian I with evvry brotber-man ; 
Now here I gasp ; what lose my kind, 

When this fast-ebbing breath shall part? 
What bands of love and service bind 

This being to the world's aad heart ? 

Christ still was wandering o'er the earth 

Without a place to lay his head j 
He found free welcome at my hearth, 

He shared my cup and broke my bread : 
Now, when I hear those st«ps sublime, 

That bring the other world to this, 
My snake-turned nature, sunk in sUme, 

Starts sideway with defiant hiss. 

Upon the hour when 1 was born, 

God said, " Another man sliall be," 
And the great Maker did not scorn 

Out of himself to fashion me ; 
He sunned me with his ripening loofea. 

And Heaven's rich instinets m me grew. 
As effortless as woodland nooks 

Send violets up and paint them bine. 

Yes, I who now, with angry tears, 
Am exiled back to bi-utish ciod. 

Have borne Unquenohed for fourscore years 
A spark of the etcriial God ; 
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And to what end ? Hoiv yield I back 
The trual: for such high uses giren '! 

Heaven's light hath bat revealed a trai:k 
Whereby to crawl away from heaven. 

Men think it is an atdul sight 

To see a soul just set adrift 
On that drear voy^e from whose niglit 

The ominous shadows never lift ; 
But 'tis more awful to behold 



The keys of darkness and of mora. 

Mine held them once ; I flung away 

Thfee keys that might have open set 
The golden sluices of the day, 

But olateh the keys of darkness yet ; — 
I hear the reapers singing go 

Into God's harvest ; I, that might 
With them have chosen, here below 

Grope shuddering at the gates of nighl 

O glorioQS Youth, that once wast mine 1 

O high Ideal! all in vain 
Te enter at this ruined shrine 



The snake nests in the altar-stone, 
The sacred vessels moulder near. 
The image of the God is gooe. 
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THE OAK. 

What gnarleii stretch, what depth of shade, is his ! 

There needs no crown to mai'k the foveat'a king ; 
Ilovf in hia leaves outshines full sommei's bliss I 

Sun, Btorm, rain, dew, to him their tribute bring, 
Which he with such benignant royalty 

Accepts, as overpayeth what is lent ; 
All nature seems his yassal proud to be, 

And cunning only for his ornament. 

How towers he, too, amid the billowed snows, 

An unquelled exile from the aiinnner's throne, 
Whoae plain, umanotuved front more kingly shows, 

Now that the obscuring courtier leaves are flown. 
His boughs make music of the winter air, 

Jeweued with sleet, like some cathedral front 
Where clinging snow-flakes with quaint art repEur 

The dints and furrows of time's envious brunt 

How doth his patient strength the rude March 

Persuade to seem glad breaths of summer breeze. 
And win the soil that fain would be unkind. 

To swell his revenues with proud increase 1 
He is the gem ; and all the landscape wide 
' (So doth his grandeur isolate the sense) 
Seems but the setting, worthless alt beside, 

An empty socket, were he fallen thence. 
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So, from oft converse with life's wintiy gales, 
Should man learn how W clasp wjtii toughei 

The inspiring earth ; — how otherwise avails 
The Ieaf~crealitig sap that sunward shoots ? 

So eveiT year that fal& with noisele^ flake 
Should fill old soars up on the stormward side, 

And make hoar age revered for age's sake, 
Not for traditions of youth's leafy pride. 

So, from the pinched soil of a churlish fate, 

Ti-ue hearte compel the sap of sturdier growth. 
So between earth and heaven stand simply great, 

That these shall seem hut their attendants both j 
For nature's forees with obedient zeal 

Wait on the rooted faith and oaten will ; 
As quickly the pretender's cheat they feel, 

And turn mad Pucks to flout aud moek him still. 

Lord ! all thy worts are lessons, — each contains 
Some emblem of man's all-containing soul ; 

Shall he make fruitless all thy glorious pdns. 
Delving within Ihy grace an eyeless mole ? 

Make me the least of uiy Dodona-grove, 

Speak but a word through me, nor let thy love 
Among my boughs disdcwn to perch and sing. 
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AMBROSE. 

Never, -Eurelj, was holier man 

Than Ambrose, since the world began ; 

With diet spare and rtament thin. 

He shielded himself from the father of sin ; 

With bed of iron and stourgings oft, 

His heart io God's iiand as wax made soft. 

Through earnest prayer and watchings long 
He sought to know 'twist right and wrong. 
Much wrestling with the blessed Word 
To make it yield the sense of the Lord, 
That he might build a storm-proof creed 
To fold the flock in at their need. 

At last he builded a perfect faith, 
Fenced round about with The Lord thus sailk; 
To himself he fitted the doorway's ^ze, 
Meted the light to the need of bis eyes, 
And knew, by a sure and inward sign, 
That the work of liis fingers was divine. 

Then Ambrose said, " All those shall die 
The eternal death who believe not aa I ; " 
And some were boiled, some burned in Are, 
Some sawn in twain, that his heart's desire, 
Poi' tUe good of men's souls, might be satisfied, 
By the drawing of all to the righteous side. 

One day, aa Ambrose was seeking the truth 
(n hia lonely walli, he saw a youth 
licsLiDg himself in the sliade of a tree; 
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It had never been, g^ven him. to see 

So shining a face, and the good man lliought 

'Twere pity he should not believe as he ought- 

So lie set himself bj the young man's side, 
And the stale of bia soul with questions ti'ied ; 
But the heart of the stvanger was Hardened indeed, 
Nor received tbe stamp of the one true creed. 
And the spirit of Ambrose waxed sore to find 
Such face the porch of so narrow a mind. 

" As each beholds in cloud and Are 

The shape that answers his own desire. 

So each," said tbe youth, "in the Law ahidl find 

Tbe figure and features of his mind ; 

And to each in bis mercy hath God allowed 

His several pillar of fire and cloud." 

The soul of Ambrose burned with zeal 
And holy wrath for the young man's weal ; 
" Believest thou then, most wretched youth," 
Cried he, " a dividual essence in Truth ? 
I fear me iJiy heart is too cramped with sin 
To take tbe Lord in liis glory in." 

How there bubbled beside them where they stood, 
A fountain of waters sweet ahd mod; 
The youth to the streamlet's brink di-ew near 
Saying, " AmbiiDse, thou maker of creeds, foo) 

Sis vases of crystal then he took. 

And set them along the edge of the brook. 

" As into these vessels the water I pour, 
There shall one hold less, another more. 
And the water unchanged, in every case, 
Shall put tin the figure of the vase; 
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Wben Ambrose looked up, lie Btood alone, 
riie youth and the stream and the vases 

But he knew, by a sense of humbled grace, 
!Ie had talked witb an angel face to face, 
ind felt hia heart change inwardly, 
43 he fell on his knees beneath the tree. 
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ABOVE AND BELOW. 

O DWELLBiiS in the Talley-laud, 

Who in deep twilleht grope and cow 
Till the slow mountain's dial-hand 



Shortens to noon's triumphal hour, — 
While ye sit idle, do ye think 

The Lord's great woit si(8 idle too ? 
That light dare not o'erteap the brink 

Of mom, because 'tis daric with you 'I 

Thourfi yet j'our Tallejs skulk in night, 

In God's npe fields the day is cried. 
And reapers with their sickles bright, 

Troop, singing, down the mountain side : 
Come up, and feel what health there is 

In the frank Dawn's delighted eyes, 
As, bending with a pitjing\iss. 

The night-shed tears of Earth she dries ! 

The Lord wants reapers : 0, mount up. 

Before night comes, and says,—" Too late 1" 
Stay not for taking aurip or cup, 

The Master hungers while ye wait ; 
'Tis fl'om these heights alone your eyes 

The advancing spears of day can see. 
Which o'er the eastern hill-tops rise, 

To break your long captivity. 
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Tlip, first long surf of climbing light 

Flood all me thirsty east with gold ; 
But we, who in the shadow sit, 
lijiow also when tlie day is nigh, 
' ' ' L" forehead iit 
ing prophecy. 

Thou hast thine office; we have ours; 

God laclis not early service here, 
But what are thine cleTecth hoars 

He counts with us for morning cheer ; 
Our day, for Him, is long enough. 

And when he giveth work t« do. 
The bruised reed is amply tough 

To pierce the shield of error through. 

But not the less do thou aspire 

Light's earlier messages to preach; 
Keep back no syllable of Are, — 

Plunge deep the rowels of thy speech. 
Yet Goa deems not thine aeried sight 

More worthy than our twilight dim, — 
For meek Obedience, too, is Linht, 

And following that is findiog Hint. 
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THE CAPTIVE. 

It waa past the hour of trystins, 
But she lingered for him slill ; 

Like a child, the eager Etreamlet 
Leaped and laugfied adown the hill, 

Happy to be free at twilight 
E^xim its (oiling at tlie mill. 

Then the great mcxin on a sudden 

Ominous, and red as Wood, 
Startling as a new creation, 
■ O'er flie eastern hill-top stood, 
Casting deep and deeper shallows 

Through the mystery of the wood.. 

Dread closed huge and vagne about her, 
And her thoughts turned fearfully 

To her heart, if there some shelter 
From the silence there might be, 

Like bare cedars leaning inland 
From the blighting of the sea. 

Yet he came not, and the stillness 
Dampened round her like a tomb ; 

She could feel cold eyes of spirits 
Lookin" on her through the gloom, 

She could hear the gropmg footsteps 
Of some blind, ^gantic doom. 

Suddenly the silence wavered 
Like a Eght mist in the wind. 

For a voice broke gently through it. 
Felt like sunshine by the blind. 
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" Once my love, my love forever, — 
Flesh or spirit still the same ; 

If 1 missed the hour of trystJng, 
Bo not think my faith to blame, 

I, alas, was made a captive. 
As from Holy Land I came. 

" On a green spot in the desert, 
Gleaming liJte an emerald star. 

Where a palm-tree, in lone silence. 
Yearning for its mate afar. 

Droops abore a silver runnel, 
Slender as a scimitar,— 

" There thou'lt find the humble postern 

To the castle of my foe ; 
If thy love burn clear and fiuthful. 

Strike the gateway, green and low, 
Ask to entei^ and the warder 

Surely will not say thee no." 

Slept again the aspen silence. 
But her loneliness was o'er ; 

Eonnd her heart a motherly patience 
Wrapt its arms for everniore ; 

From her soul ebbed back the sorrow, 
Leaving smooth the golden shore. 

Donned she now the pilgrim scallop, 
Took the pilgrim staff in hand; 

Like a cloua-ahade, flitting eastward, 
Wandered she o'er sea and land ; 

And her footsteps in the desert 
Fell like cool rain on the sand. 
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Soon, heiieatb the palm-tree's aliadow, 
Knelt she at the postern low ; 

And thereat she kiiocketh gently. 
Fearing much the warder's no; 

Ail her heart stood still and liatenedi 
As the door swuii^ hadcward slow. 

There she saw no surly warder 
With an eye like bolt and barj 

Through her soul a sense of music 
Throhhed, — and, like a guardian Lar, 

On tlie threshold sbsod an angel, 
Bright and silent as a star. 

Fairest seemed he of God's seraphs, 

And her spirit, lily- wise. 
Blossomed when he turned upon her 

The deep wckoine of his eyes, 
Sending upwai"d to that sunlight 

All its dew for sa:;rifice. 

Then she heard a voice come.onward 
Singing with a rapture new, 

As Eve heard the songs in Eden, 
Dropping eartliward with tlie dew ; 

Well she knew the happy singer, 
Weil the happy song ahe knew. 

Forward leaped she o'er the threshold, 

Eaaer as a glancing surf; 
FeU fiom her the spint's languor, 

Fell from her the body's scurf; — 
"Neath the pahn nest day soine Arabo 

Found a corpse upon the turf. 
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THE BTRCH-TREE. 

RiPi'LiNG tliraugli thy brandies goes Uie sun- 
shine, 
Among thy leaves that palpitate forever ; 
(Jvid in thee a pining Nymph had prisoned. 
The soal once of some tremulous inland river, 
Quivering to teE her woe, but, ah ! dumb, dumb 
forever 1 

While all the forest, witched with slumberous 

moonsliine, 
Holds up its leaves in happy, happy alenea, 
Waiting the daw, ■with breath and pulse sus- 
pended,— 
1 hear afar thy whispering, gleamy islands. 
And track thee wakeful still amid the mide-himg 
silence. 

TTpon the brink of some wood-nestled lakelet. 
Thy foliage, lilte the treaaee of a Dryad, 
Dripping about thy slim white stem, whose shadow 
Slopes quivering down the water's dusky quiet, 
Tliou shrinlt'st as on her bath's edge would some 
startled Dryad. 

Tliou art the go-between of ruslac lovers ; 

1'liy white bark has their secrets in its keeping; 

Reuben writes hei'e the happy name of Patience, 

And tliy litlie bouglis hang murmuring and weep- 
ing 

4bove her, as she steals the mystery from thy 
keeping. 
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Thou art to me like my beloved maiden, 

So fraokly coy, so full of trembly confidences ; 

Thy shadow scarce seema shade, thy pattering leaf 



Whether my heart with hope or sorrow tremble. 
Thou sympathizeat still ; wild and unqoiet, 
I (ting me down ; thy ripple, like a river, 
Flows valleyward, where calmness is, and by it 
My heart is floated down into the land of quiet. 
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1 HAT one evening m my room, 

In that sweet hour of twilight 
When blended thoughts, half lisht, half gh 

Throng through the spirit's sSylight ; 
The fliames hy fits cnrled round the bars. 

Or up the ehimney crinkled, 
While embers dropped like falling stars. 

And in the Hshes tinkled. 

I sat and mused ; the fii-e burned low, 

Crept something of the ruddy glow 
That bloomed on wsdl and ceiling ; 

My pictures (ihey are very few, — 
The heads of ancient wise men) 

Smoothed down their knotted fronts, and g 
As rosy a 

My a: 

Fel - . . . 

That had been strangers since whilere, 

'Mid Andaluaan heather, 
The oak that made its sturdy frame 

His happy arms stretched over 
Tiie ox whose fortunate hide became 

The bottom's polished cover. 

It came out in that famous barb 
That brought our sires intrepid. 

Capacious as another ark 
Tor furniture decrepit ; — ■ 
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198 ANIHTEHVIKW W 

For, as tliat saved of bii-d and beaat 

A pair for propagation, 
So has the seed of tliese increased 

And furnished haJf the nation. 

Kings sit, thev say, in alippery seats ; 

But those slant precipices 
Of ice the northern voyafflir meets 

Less slippery ai'e ihan fliis is ; 
To cling therein would pass the wit 

Of royal man or woman. 
And whalaoe'ei 



ir less tl 
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I offer to all boi 

Dear well-ini _ . 

With heads iis void as week-day chnrch. 

Tongues longer than the steeple ; 
To folEs with missions, whose gaunt eyes 

See golden a^s riain", — 
Salt of the earth ! in what (jueer Guys 

Thou'rt fond of crystallizing ! 

My wonder, then, was not unimied 

VVlth merciful suggestion. 
When, aa my roving eyes ^w fixed 

Upon the chair in question, 
I saw its trembling aims inclose 

A figure crim and rusty. 
Whose doublet plain and plainer hose 

Were something woi-n and dusty. 

Now even sucli men as Nature forms 
Merely to fill the sh'eet with. 

Once turned to ghosts by hungry worms, 
Are serious things to meet ivith ; 
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And, though I'm 

A quiot shado, even thoy are folks 

One uares not to apeak first to. 

Who knows, thouglit I, but he has come, 

By Charon kindly ferried. 
To tell me of a mighty sum 

Behind my wainscoat buried ? 
There is a hucuaneerish air 

About that garb outlandish 

Just then the ghost drew up his ahair 

And said, "My name is Standish. 

"I come from Plymouth, deadly bored 

With toasts, and soaga, and speeches, 
As long and flat as ray old sword, 

As threadbare as my bt^eehes r 
They understand us Pilgrims 1 they, 

Smooth men with rosy faces, 
Strength's knots and gnarls all pared away, 

And varnish in their places ! 

We had some toughness in our gr^n, 
The eye to rightly see us is 
Tot just the one that lights the brtun 

Of drawing-room Tyrtsjuses : 
Chevt&lk about their Pilgrim blood. 
Their birthright high and holy I — 
A mountain-stream that ends in mud 
Methinka is melancholy. 

" He had sdff knees, the Puritan, 
Tliat were not good at beading; 

The homespun dignity of man 
Ho thought was woi th defending ; 
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He did not, witli his pinchteck ore, 
His country's shame forgotten. 

Gild, Freedom's coffin o'er and o'er, 
Wlien all within was rotten. 

" These loud ancestral hoaats of jours, 

How can they elao than tsx us ? 
Where were your dinner orators 

When slavery grasped at Texas ? 
Dunib on his knees was every one 

That now is bold as Ciesar, — 
Mere pegs to hang an office on 

Such stalwart men as these are." 

" Giood 8Iv," I SEud, " you seem much stirr 

The sacred compromises " 

" Now God confound the daslard word I 

My gall thereat arises : 
Norlliward it hath this sense alone, 

That you, your conscience blinding. 
Shall bow your fool's nose to the stone. 

When slavery feels like grinding. 

" 'Tis shame to see such painted sticks 

la Vane's and Winthrop's places, 
To see your spirit of Seventy-six 

Drag humbly in the traces. 
With slavery's lash upon her back, 

And herds of office-holders 
To shout applause, as, with a crack. 

It peels her patient shoulders, 

" We forefathers to such a rout !— 
No, by my faitli in God's word ! " 

Half rose the ghost, and half drew out 
The ghost of his old hvoaclswoid, 
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H MILES STANDISH. 201 

Then fliroat it slowly back again, 

And BMd, with reverent gesture, 
" Ho, Freedom, no ! blood should not stain 

The hem of thy white vesture. 

" I feel the soul in me draw near 

The mount of prophesying; 
In this bleak wilderness I hear 

A John the Baptist crying ; 
Far in the east I see upleap 

The streaks of first forewarning, 
And they who sowed the light shall reap 

The golden sheaves of morning. 

" Child of our traviul and our woe, 

Light in our day of sorrow. 
Through my rapt spirit I foreknow 

The glory of thy morrow ; 
I hear great steps, that through the shade 

Draw nigher still and nio;her, 
And voices call like that which bade 

The prophet come up higher." 

I looked, no form mine eyes couhl find, 

I heard the red couk ei-owing, 
And through my window-chin& the wind 

A dismal tune was blowing ; 
Thought I, My neighbour Buckingham 

Hath somewhat in him gritty. 
Some Pjlgrim-stufi' that hates aU sham, 

And he will print my ditty. 
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Look on who will in apathy, and stifle they who 
The aympathies, the hopes, the words, that make 

Let those whose hearts are dungeoned up with 

iatereat or with ease 
Cooeent to hear with quiet pulso of loathsome 

deeds like these ! 

I first di-ew in New England's air, and from her 

hardy breast 
Sucked in (lie tyrant-hating milk that will not let 

And if. my words seem treason to the dullavd and 

the tame, 
'Tis but my Bay-State dialect, — our fathers apako 



Shame on the costly mockery of piling stone on 
To those who won our liberty, the heroes dead and 

While we look coldly on, and see law-shielded 

ruffians slay 
The men who f^n would win their own, the heroes 

of to-day I 



1 silence ? O fling it to 
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Tliatniafces 113 cringe and temporise, arul dunibly 

stand at i-est, 
While Pity'a Imniing flood of ivoi-ds is red-Iiot in 

the breast ! 

Though we break our fathers' promise, we have 

nobler duties first ; 
The traitor to Humanity is the triutor most ac- 

Man is more than Constitutions ; better rot beneath 

the sod, 
Than bo true to Church and State wliile we are 

doubly false to God I 

We owe allegiance to the State ; but deeper, truer, 
To the Empathies that God hath set within our 
Our country triaims our fyalty; we gi'ant it so, but 
Before Man made us eitizens, great Nature made 



He's true to Cod who's true to man ; wherever 

To the humbleat and tlie weakest, neath the all- 
beholding aun, 
That wrong is also done to us ; and they are slaves 

s, and not for 



orks for alL Ye camiot hem the hope of 
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put goldcii padlocks on Truth's lips, be caDou 



CWii down your slaves witli ignorance, ye cannot 

keep apart, 
With all your craft of tyranny, the human heart 

from heart ; 
When first the Pilgrims landed on the Bay-Slate's 

The word went forth that slavery should one day 
be no more. 

Outfrom thelandof bondage 'tis decreed our slaves 

shall go, 
And agns to us are offered, as erst to Pharaoh ; 
If we are blind, their exodus, like Israel's of yore, 
Through a Bed Sea is doomed to be, whose suites 

are of gore. 

'Tis ours to save our brethren, with peafic and love 

Their darkened hearts fixim eiTor, ere they harden 

Bnt if before his duty man witli listless spirit stands, 
Ere long the Great Avenger takes the work from 
oat his hands. 
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TO THE DANDELION. 

Deak common flower, fliat groVat beside tliG 

Fnnging the dusty road with, harmless gold, 

Pirst pledge of blitheaome M&f, 
Which childi-en pluck, and, full of pride, uphold, 

Hit^h-hearted huecaneera, o'erjoyed that they 
An Eldorado in the grass have found, 

Which not the rich earth's ample round 
May match in wealth, — thou art more dear to 

Xhan aU the prouder summer-hlooms may be. 

Gold such as thine ne'er drew the Spanish prow 
Tlirougli the primeval hush of Indian seas, 

Nor wrinkled the lean brow 
Of age, to rob the lover's heart of ease ; 

"ris the spring's largess, which she scattera now 
To rich and poor alike, with lavish hand. 
Though most hearts never understand 
To take it at God's value, but pass by 
The offered wealth with unrewarded eye. 

Thou art my tropics and mine Italj' ; 
To look at thee unlocks a warmer clime ; 

Tlie eyes thou givest me 
ire in the heart, and heed not space or time : 

Not in mid June the eolden-cmrassed bee 
reels a more summer-like warm ravishment 
In the white lily's breezy tent, 
His fragrant Syharis, than I, when first 
From the dark green thy yellow circles burst. 
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20S TO T 

Then, think I of deep sliadows on the grass, — 
Of meadows where in sun the cattle graze, 

Where, as the breezes paas, 
Tlie gleaming rnahea lean a thousand ways, — 

Ofleaves that slumber in a cloudy mass, 
Or whiten iu the ivind,— of waters blue 

That from the distance sparkle thiwugh 
Some woodland gap, — anil of a sky above. 
Where one white uloud Uke a stray Iamb datb 



My childhood's earliest thoughts are Enked with 

The eight of thee calls back the robin's song, 

Wlio, from the dark old tree 
Beads the door, sang clearly all day long. 

And I, BOouro in childish piety, 
Listened as if I heard an angel sing 

With news from heaven, which he could bring 
Fresh every day to my untiunted ears. 
When birds and flowers and I were happy peers. 

How like a prodigal doth nature seem, 
When thou, for all fliy gold, so common art I 

Thou teauhest roe lo deem 
More sacredly of every human heart, 

Since each reflects in joy its scanty gleam 
Of heaven, and could sonie wondrous secret show, 
Did we but pay the love we owe, 
And with, a child's undoubting wisdom look 
On all these living p^es of God's book. 
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TUB GHOST-SEER. 

Yl' ivlio, passiujf gi-aves hy iiiglit, 
Glance not to the left nor riglit, 
Lest a spirit should arise, 
Cold and white, to ireeze yonr eyes, 
Some weak phantom, which your donbt 
Shapes upon the dark without 
From the dark tyitlnn, a guess 
At the apiiit's deathlesaoess, 
Whieh ye entertain with fear 
In your self-built dungeon here. 
Where ye sell your God-giyeu livea 
Just ibr gold to buy you gyves, — 
Ye without a shudder meet 
In the city's noonday street, 
Spirits sajider and more dread 
Than from out the clay have fled, 
Buried, beyond hope of light. 
In the body's haunted night ! 

See ye not that woman pale ? 
There are bloodhounds on her trail! 
Kloodhounds two, all gaunt and loan,— 
For the soul their scent is keen,- — 
Want and Sin, and Sin is last, — 
They have followed far and fast ; 
Want gave tongue, and, at her howl. 
Sin awakened with a growl. 
Ah, poor ^vl 1 she had a right 
To a blessing from the light. 
Title-deeds to sky and earth 
God gave to her at her birth, 
Buf, before they were enjoyed. 
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Poverty had made them void, 
And had drunk the sunshine up 
From all nature's ample eup, 
Leaving her a first-bom's saave 
In the dr^a of darkness there. 
Often, on the adewalk blealt, 
Hungry, all alone, and w«ak. 
She has seen, lit iii|;ht and storm, 
Kooma o'erflow with firelight wami, 
Which, out^de the window-glass, 
Doubled all the cold, alas I 
Till eaeh ray that on her fell 
Stahhed her like an icicle. 
And she ahnost loved the wail 
Of the bloodhounds on her tr^l. 
Till the floor becomes her bier, 
She shall feel their pandngs near. 
Close upon her very heels, 
Spite of all the din of wheels ; 
Sbivering on her pallet poor, 
She shall hear them at die door 
Whine and scrat<;h to be let in. 
Sister bloodhounds, Want and Sin I 

Hark I that rustle of a dress. 
Stiff with lavish costliness ! 
Here comes one whose cheek would flush 
But to have her garment brush 
'Gainst the prl whose fingers thin 
Wove the weary broideiy in. 
Bending backwDrd from her toil, 
Lest her tears the alk might soil, 
And, in midnighl^s chill and murk, 
Stitched her life into the work, 
Shaping irom her bitter thonght 
Heart's-ease and foi^t-me-not, 
Satirizing her despair 
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THE GHOST-SEElt. 

Witt the emblems woven there. 

Little doth tUe wearer heed 

Of the heart-break in the brede ; 

A hyena by her side 

Skulks, down-looking, — it is Pride. 

He digs for her in the earth, 

Where lie all her claims of birth, 

With, his foul paws r< 

Some long-buried ani 

Who, perhaps, a statue won 

By the ill deeds he had done, 

By the innocent blood he shed, 

By the desolation spread 

Over happy villages. 

Blotting out the smile of peace. 

There walks Judas, he who sold 
Yesterday his Lord for gold. 
Sold God's presence in. his heart 
For a proud step in the mart; 
He hath dealt in flesh and blood, — 
At the bank his name is good, 
At the bank, and only there, 
"Tis a marketable ware. 
In his eyes that stealthy gleam 
Was not learned of sky or stream, 
But it has the cold, hai'd glint 
Of new dollai-e fi-om the mint 
Open now your spirit's eyes. 
Look through that poor day disguise 
Which has thickened, day by day. 
Till it keeps all light at bay. 
And his soul in pitchy gloom 
Gropes about its narrow tomb, 
From whose dank and slimy walla 
Drop by drop the lioiTor falls. 
Look! a serpent lanlt and cold 
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Hugs his spirit fold on fold ; 
From his heart, all day and night, 
It doth aucb God's bleaaed light. 
Drink it will, and drink it must, 
mi the cup holds uaught but dust; 
All da^ long he hears it hiss, 
Writhmg in its fiendish bliss ; 
All night long he sees its eyes 
Flicker with foul ecstasies. 
As the spirit ebbs away 
Into the absorbing clay. 

Who is he that skulks, afraid 
Of the trust he has betrayed. 
Shuddering if perchance a gleam 
Of old nobleness should stream 
Through the pent, unwholesome roon 
Where his shrunk soul cowers in glot 
Spirit sad beyond the rest 
By more instinct for the best ? 
Tjs a poet who was sent 
For a Dad world's punishment. 
By compelling it to see 
Golden glunpses of To Bo, 
By compeiling it to hear 
Songs that prove tlie angels near ; 
Who was sent to be the tongue 
Of the weak and spirit-wrung. 
Whence the fierj--winged Despair 
In men's shrinking eyes might flare. 
Tis our hope doth feshion us 
To base use or glorious : , 

He who might have been a lark 
Of Truth's morning, from the dark 
Raining down mdcKlimis hope 
Of a freer, broader scope, 
Aspiratious, prophecies. 
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Of the spirit's full sunrise, 
Chose to be a bird of night, 
Wliieh with eyea refusing light, 
Hooted from some bollow tree 
Of the world's idolatry. 
'Tie his punishment to hear 
Flutterings of pinions near, 
And his own viun wings to feel 
Drooping downward to his heel, 
All their grace and import lost, 
Bunlening his wcaiy ghost : 
Ever walking by his side 
He mnst see liis angel guide, 
Who at intervals doth turn 
Looks on him so sadly stern. 
With such ever-new surprise 
Of hushed anguish in her eyea, 
'That it aeema the light of day 
from around him dirinks away, 
Or diwps hlunt«d from the wall 
Bliilt around him by his fall- 
Then the mounttuns, whose white peaks 
Cateh the morning's earliest streaks, 
He must see, where prophets sit. 
Turning east their faues lit. 
Whence, with footsteps beautiful. 
To the earth, yet dim and dull, 
They the gladsome tidinjgs bring 
Of Che sunlight's hastening: 
!Never can those hills of bliss 
Be o'erclimbed by feet like his I 

But enough I 0, do not dare 
From tlie next the veil to l«ar, 
Woven of station, trade,, or dress. 
More obscene than nakedness, 
Where IV ith-plaiiai till; uulturu di'apes 
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a THE GHOST-SBEB. 

Fallen Nature's myriad shapes I 
Let us rather love to mark 
How the unestitiffulshed spark 
Will shine through the thin disguia 
Of our eustoma, pomps, and lies, 
And, not seldom olown to flame, 
Vindicate Its aacient claim. 
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STUDIES FOR TWO HEADS. 



Some sort of heart I know is hers, — 
I chanced to feel her pulse one night; 

A brain she has that never errs, 
And yet is never nobly right ; 

It does not leap to great reaults, 
But in some cornev out of sicht, 
Suspects a spot of latent bl^t. 
And, o'er the impalJeat infinite, 

She bairns, haggles, and consults. 

Her eye,— it seems a chemic test 

And drops npou you like an acid ; 
It bites you wifli uuconacious zest, 

So clear and bright, so coldly placid ; 
It holds you quietly aloof, 

It holds, — and yet it does not win you ; 
It merely puts you to the proof 

And sorts what qualities are in you ; 
It smiles, but never brings you nearer. 

It lights, — her nature draws not pigh ; 
' jKb but that yours is growing clearer 

To her assays ; — yes, try and try. 

You'll get no deeper llian her eye. 

There, you are classified ; she's gone 

Far, far aw^ into herself; 
Each mth its Latin label on. 
Your poop components, one by one. 

Are laid upon their proper shelf 
In her compact and ordered mind, 
And what of you is left behind 
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Is no more to her than the wind ; 

In that clear brain, which, day and nir;ht. 

No movement of the heart o'er jostles. 
Her friends are ranged on left and right, — 
Here, sUex, hornblende, sienite ; 

There, animal remalas and fossils. 

And yet, subtile analyst, 
That canst each property detect 

Of mood or grain, that canst untwist 
Each tang&d skeia of intellect, 

And mth thy scalpel eyes lay bare 

Each mental nerve more fine than air, — 
O brmn exact, that in thy scales 

Canst weigh the sun and neyer err, 
For once thy patient science fails. 
One problem still defiea tiy art ;— 

ITiou never canst compute for her 

Tl:e distance and diameter 
Of any simple human heart. 



Hear him but speak, and you will feel 
The shadows of the Portico 

Over your ti-anquil spirit steal. 
To modulate all joy and woe 
To one subdued, subduing glow ; 

Above our squabblino business-hours, 

Like Phtdian Jove's, his beauty lowers. 

His nature satirizes ours ; 

A form and fl-ont of Attic grace. 
He shames the higgling marketplace. 

And dwarfs our more mechanic powers. 

What throbbing verse can fitly render 
That face, — so pure, so trembling-tender ? 
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Sensation glimmers tlirougli its rest, 
It apeaka unmanacled by words, 

AiS full of motion as a nest 
That palpitates with unfledged birds; 

'Tis likest to Betliesda's stream, 
Forewarned through all its thvillinff springs, 

White with the angol'a conijng gleam. 
And rippled witli hia fenaing wings. 

Hear him unfold his plots and plans, 
And lai^r deatiniea seem mans; 
You conjure from his gloiving face 
The omen of a fairer race ; 
With one grand trope he boldly spans 

The gulf wherein so many fall, 

'Tivixt possible and actual ; 
His first swift word, talaria-shod, 
Exuberant with conscious God, 
Out of the choir of planets biota ' 
The present earth with all its spots. 

Himself unshatcen as the eky, 

His woiils, lilte whirlwinds, spin on high 

Syatenia and creeilfi pelhnell together; 
'Tia strange aa to a deaf man'a eye, 
While trees uprooted splinter by, 

The dumb turmoil of stormy weather ; 

Less of iconoclast thaa shaper, ( 
His spirit, safe behind the reach 
Of. the tornado of his speech. 

Bums calmly aa ' . . - - 



Had he but lived in Plato's day, 
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He migit, unless my fancy erra, 
Have shared that golden voice's sway 

O'er barefooted philosophera. 
Our nipping climate hardly snita 
The ripening of ideal fruits : 
His theories vanquish us all summer, 
But winter mokes him dumb and dumber; 
To see him 'mid life's needful thin^ 

Is something pMnfnlly bewildering; 
He seems an angel with elipt wings 

Tied to a mortal wife and chilc&en, 
And by a brother seraph taken 
In the act of eating eggs and bacon. 
Like a clear fountam, hie desire 

Exults and leaps toward the light, 
In evety drop it says "Aspire ! " 

Striving for more ideal height ; 
And as the fountain, falling thence, 

Crawb baffled through tl 
" >, from his SI 



He shrinks into the pi-eseut tense, 

Unkinged by foolish bread and butter. 

Yet smile not, worldling, for in deeds 

Not all of life that's orave and wise is ; 
He strews an ampler fliture's seeds, 

Tib your fault if no harvest rises ; 
Smooth back the sneer ; for is it naught 

That all he is and has is Beauty's f 
By soul the soul's gains must be wrought, 
The Actual claims our coarser thought, 

The Ideal hath its higher duties. 
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Can tWa be thou who, lean and pale, 
, With such immitigable eye 

Didst look upon those writhing aouls in bale. 
And note each vengeance, and pass by 

Unmoved, save when thy heavt by chance 

Cast backward one forbidden glance. 
And saw Francesoa, with child's glee, 
Subdue and mount tliy wild-hovse knee 

And with proud hands control its fiery prance ? 

With half-drooped lids, and smooth, rannd brow. 

And eye remote, that inly sees 
Fair Beatrice's spirit wandering how 

In some sea-lulled Hesperides, 
Thou movest through the jarring street, 
Secluded from the noise of feet 

By her gift-blossom in thy hand, 

Thy branch of palm fram Holy I.and; — 
No trace is here of ruin's fiery sleet. 

Xet there ia something round thy iips 

That prophesies tlie coming doom. 
The soft, gray herald-shadow ere the eclipse 

Notches the perfect disk with gloom ; 
A something that would banish thee, 
And thine untamed pursuer be. 

From men and their unwordiy fetes, 

Though Florence had not shut her gates, 
And grief had loosed her clutch and let tlice free 
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Ah I he who fotloiTs fearlessly 

The beckonings of a poet-heart 
Shall wander, and without the world's decree, 

A banished man in field and mart ; 
Harder than Florence' walls the bar 
Whieh with deaf sternness holds him far 

From honie and friends, till death's raleaeo, 

And mates his only prayer for peace, , 
Like thine, scarred veteran of a hfelong war 1. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND'S CHILD 

Death never came so ni"li to me before, 
Nor showed me his mild lace : oft had I mused 
Of calm and peace and deep for^etfulness, 
Of folded hands, elosed eyes, and heart at rest. 
And slumber sound beneath a flowery turf, 
Of faults forgotten, and an inner place 
Kept sacred for us in the "heart of ftiends; 
But these were idle fancies, satisfied 
With the mere husk of this great mystery. 
And dwelling in the outward shows of things. 
Heayen is not mounted to on wings of dreams, 
!flor doth the unthankful happiness of youth 
\im tiiitherward, bnt floats trom bloom to bloom, 
IVith earth's warm patth of sanshine well content 
Tis soiTow builds the shinijig ladder up, 
iVhose golden rounds are our calamities, 
iVhereon our firm feet planting, nearer God 
Che spirit cfimbs, and hath its eyes unsealed. 

True is it that Death's face seems stern and cold, 

^Vhen he is sent to summon those we love. 

Sat all God's angels come lo us disguised; 

iorrow and ackness, poverty and death, 

)ae after other lift their frowning masks, 

\nd we behold the seraph's face beneath, 

HI radiant with the glory and the calm 

>f having looked upon the front of God. 

Vith every auffuish of our earthly part 

'he spii'it'3 sight ffrows clearer ; this was meant 

Vhen Jesus touched the blind man's lida with clay 
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Life is the jailer, Death the angel sent 

To draw the unwilling bolts and set us free. 

He flings not ope the ivbry gate of Rest, — 

Only the fallen apirit knocks at that, — 

But to bsnigner r^ons beckons ua, 

To deatiniea of more rewarded toil. 

Iq the hushed chamber, atting by the dead, 

It aratas on us to hear the flood of life 

Whirl rustling onward, senseless of our loss. 

The bee hums on : around the blossomed vine 

Wliirs the light humming-bird ; the cricket 

chirps; 
The locust's shrill alarum stings the ear; 
Hai'd by, the cock shouts lustily; from farm 1> 

iai-m, 
HHb cheery biKithers, felling of the sun, 
Answer, till far awiy the joyance dies : 
We never laiew before how God had filled 
The Hummer air with happy living sounds ; 
All round us seems an overplus of life, 
And yet the one dear heart Ties cohi and still. 
It is most strange; when the great miracle 
Hatli for our sdces been done, when we have had 
Our inwardest experience of God, 
When with his presence still the room expands. 
And is awed af^er him, that naught is clwiged. 
That Nature's face looks unacknowledging, 
And the mad world still dances heedless on 
After its butterflies, and gives no ^gn. 
'Tis hard at first to see it all aright; 
In v!un Faith blows her tromp to summon back 
Her scattered troop ; yet, through the cloude 

Of our own bitter tears, we learn to look 
Undazzled on the kindness of God's face; 
Eartli is too dark, and Heaven alone shint 
through. 
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t is no little thing, when a fresh soul 

Ind a fresh heart, with their unmeasured scope 

''or good, not gravitating earthward yet, 

iut eiruling in diviner periods, 

ii'e sent into the world, — no little thing, 

Vhen this tiribounded possibility 

nto the outer silence is withdrawn. 

lb, in this world, where every guiding tlii'ead 

ilnda suddenly in the one sure centre, death, 

riie visionary hand of Mighfrhave-beeii 

Llone can fill Deare's cup to the brim ! 



Ic bends above thy cradle now, or holds 

lis warning finger out to be thy guide ; 

I'hou art the nurseling now ; he watches thee 

ilow learning, one by one, the secret things 

Vhich are to him used sights of every day ; 

le smiles to see thy wondering glances con 

?he grass and pebbles of the spirit world, 

[■q thee miraculous; and he mil teach 

.'hy Itnees their due observances of prayer. 

Jhildran are God's apostles, day by day 

icut forth to preach of love, and hope, and peace 

Jor hath thy babe his mission lefi undone. 

To me, at least, his going hence hath given 

iei'ener thoughts and nearer to the skies, 

Lnd opened a new fountain in my heart 

I'oi- thee, my friend, and aSl : and, 0, if Death 

loi'e near approaches meditates, and clasps 

^veti now some dearer, more reluctant hand, 

iod, Btren^hen thou my feith, that I may see 

.'hat 'lis thine angel, who, with loving hfete, 

Into the service of the inner shrine 

)olh waken thy beloved with a kiss ! 
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EURYDICE. 

HEAvira'a Clip held down to me I drmn, 
The sunshine mounts and spurs my brain ; 
Bathing in grass, with thirsty eje 
I sack the last di'op of the sky ; 
With each hot sense I draw to the Ices 
The quickening oulnioor influences, 
And empty to each radiant vomer 
A supsmauulum of summer : 
Not, Bacchus, all thy gi-osser juice 
Could bring enchaniment so profuse, 
Though for its press each grape-bunch had 
The white feet of an Oread. 

Through our coarse art gleam, now and then 
The features of angelic men ; 
'Neath the lewd Satyr's veiling p^nt 
Glows forth the Sibyl, Muse, or Stunt; 
The dauber's botch uo more obscnres 
The mighty Master's portraitures. 
And who can say what luckier befua 
The hidden gloiy shall redeem, 
For what chance ulod the soul may w^t 
To stumble on its nobler fate. 
Or why, to his unwarned abode, 
Still by surprises comes the God ? 
Some moment, nailed on sorrow's cross, 
May mediate a whole youth's loss. 
Some windfhll joy, we know not whence, 
Eedeem a lifetime's rash cxponse, 
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And, siidi3en!y wise, tiie soul niiiy miii-k, 
Snipiied of tlieir simulated dai-k, 
Mountains of gold tliat pierce the sky, 
Gii-dling it3 vafieyed poverty. 

J feel ye, ohildliooiFs \iopcs, rtturn, 
With oldon heats my pulses burn,— 
Mine be iJio self-fbrgetdng sweep, 
The torrent impulse swift and wild, 
Wherewith Taghkanie's rOL'kborn child 
Dares gloriously the dangeiMus leap, 
Auti, in hia aky-descended mood, 
Transmutes oauh drop of sIu^bU blood, 
By toiith (rf bravery's simple wand, 
To amethy^ and diamond, 
Proving iumself no bastai-d slip. 
But the trae granite-cradled one, 
NuL-aed with the rock's primeval drip, 
The clodd-embrauing mouotMn's son I 



I'l'ayer breathed in vaia ! no wish's swar 

Rebuilds the vanished yesterday ; 

For plated wares of Sheffield stamp 

We gave the old Aladdin's lamp ; 

'Tis we are changed; ah, whither went 

That undesigned abandonment, 

That wise, unquestioning; eontent. 

Which could erect ita nucrocosm 

Out of a weed's neglected blossom, 

Could call up Arthur and his peers 

By a low moss's clump of spears, 

Or, in its shingle tiireme launched, 

Wbei-o Ubaries Jn some green inlet branched, 

Could venture for the gdden fleeeo 

And dragon-watched Hesperides, 

Oi-, fi-om its ripple-shattered fato. 
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Wlien, lieralding life's every phase, 
Tfaere glowed a goddess-veiling haae, 
A plenteous, forewamiug grace, 
Like that more tender dawn tliat flies 
Before the fuU moon's ample rise ? 
Methinks thy parting glory shines 
Through yonder grove of singing pines j 
At that ekorvieta's end I trace 
Dimly thy sad leave-taking face, 
Eiivydice ! Eurydice 1 
The tremulous leaves repeat to me 
Eurydiee I Eurydice 1 
Ho gloomier Oi-cus swallows thee 
Than the unclouded sunset's glow ; 
Thine is at least Elysian woe; 
Thou hast Good's natural decay. 
And fadest like a star away 
Into an atmosphere whose shine 
With fuller day o'ermasleis tUae, 
Entering defeat as 'twere a shrine ; 
For ua, — we turn life's diary o'er 
To find hut'one word, — Mevermore. 
1S46 
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SI-IE CAME AND WENT. 

As a twig trembles, ivhieh a bird 
Lights on to sing, then leaves unbent, 

So 18 ray memory thrilled and stirred ; — 
I only know she came and went. 

Ab clasps some lake, by gusts unriven, 
The blue dome's measureless content, 

So my soul held that moment's heaven ; — 
I only know she came and went. 

As, at one bound, our s^yift spring heaps 
The orchards full of bloom and stent. 

So (ilove her May my wintry sleeps ;— ^ 
I only know she came and went. 

An angel stood and met my gaze, 

Through the low doorway of my tent ; 

The tent is struck, the vision stays ; — 
I only know she came and went. 

O, when the room c^o^vs slowly dim. 
And life's last oilis nearly spent. 

One gush of light these eyes will brim, 
Only to tliink alie came and went. 
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THE CI-IANGELma 
I HAU a little daughter, 

To lead me geotly backward 
To the Heavenly Father's knee, 

That I, bj- the force of nature, 
Miglit in some dim wise divine 

The depth of his infinite patience 
To this wayward soul of mine. 

I know not how others saw her, 

But to me she was wholly feiv, 
And the light of the heaven she came from 

Still lingered and gleamed in her hair ; 
For it was as wavy and golden, 

And as many changes took, 
As the shadows of sun-mlt ripples 

On the yellow bed of a brook. 

To what can I liken her smiling 

Upon me, her kneeling lover, 
How it leaped from her Eps to her eyelidB, 

And dimpled her wholly over, 
TiE her oulstretched hands smiled also, 

And I almost seemed to see 
The very heart of her mother 

Sending sun through her veins to me I 

She had been with us scarce a twelvemonth, 

And it hardly, seemed a day, 
When a troop of wandering angels 

Stole my litde daughter away ; 
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THE CHANG15I.INO. 2 

Orperhaps thoae lieayenly Zinsari 
But Icwied tba hampeiiiio; atnngs, 

And when they had openea her cage-door, 
My little biiil used her wings. 

But they left in her stead a changeling, 

A. little angel child, 
TbaC scama like her bud in full blossom. 

And snules as she never smiled : 
When I wake in the morning, I see it 

Where she always used to lie, 
And I feel as weak as a violet 

.Alone 'neath the awful slty. 

As weak, yet aa trustful also; 

Por the, whole year long I see 
All the wonders of faithful Nature 

Still worked for the love of me ; 
Winds wander, and dews drip carmward, 

B^n falls, suns rise and set, 
Eai'th wlurls, and all but to prosper 

A poor little violet. 

This child is not mine as the first w^, 

I cannot sing it to rest, 
1 cannot liA; it up fatherly 

And bliss it upon my breast; 
Yet it lies in my little one's cradle 

And sits in my littie one's chair. 
And the light of the heaven she's gone to 

Transfigures its golden hair. 
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THE PIONEER. 

What man ivuiild live codinecl with brick and 

Imprisoned fi'Om the influences of air, 
And cramped with selfish land-mai'lts every- 
where, 
IVhen all before him sti-etahes, furrowless and lone, 
Thii unmapped prairie none can fence or own ? 

What man would read and read the selfsame 

And, like the marbles which the windmill 

grinds, 
Rub smooth forever with the same smooth 

minds, 
This year retracing last year's, every year's, dull 

When there are woods and nn-man-stifled 
What man o'er one old thought would pore and 



For every fool to leave his do 
When soiitude is his, and God for 
Just for the opening of a paltry door ? 

What man wonld watch life's oozy element 
Creep Lethewavd forever, when he might 
Down some gi-eat river drift beyond me: 
sight, 
To where the nndethroned forest's»royal tent 
Broods with its hush o'er half a ci 
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What man with men ivoiild push and altercate, 

Keuing out oi-ooked means for Ki'ooked ends. 

When he can have the skies and woods for 

friends, 

Snatch back the radder of his undismantied fate, 

And in. himself be i-uler, churuh, and state ? 

Cast leaves and feathers rot in last year's nest, 
The winged brood, flown thenoe, new dwell- 

The serf of his own Past is not a maJi ; 
To cliange and change is life, to move and never 

Not what we are, but what we hope, is best. 

The wild, free woods make no man halt or 
_ blind; 
Cities rob men of e3'e3 and hands and feet, 
Pat<ihing one whole of many incomplete ; 
The general preys upon the individual mind, 
And each alone is helpless as the wind. 

Eaeh man is some man's servant; every soul 
Is by some other's presente quite diseroivned ; 
Each owes the next through all the imperfect 

Yet not with mutual help ; each man is liis own 

And the whole earth must stop to pay his toll 



What Nature asks, that Kature also grants ; 
Here man is lord, not drudge, of eyes and feet and 
hands. 
And to his life is knit with hourly bantls. 
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Como out, then, from the old thoughts and old 

Before you harden to a crystal cold 
Which the new life can sbatter, but not 
mould; 
Freedom for you still waifs, sliU, looking backward, 

But widens slJU the iri'etrieyabli! space. 
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LONGING. 

Of all the myriad, meods of mind 

That through the aoul come throning, 
Which one was e'er bo dear, so kind, 

80 beautiful as Longing ? 
The thing we lonjf for, that we are 

For one tvansceudent moment. 
Before the Present poor and bare 

Can make its sneering comment- 



Still, tiirough our paltry stir and strife, 

Glows down the wished Ideal, 
And Longing moulds in clay what Life 

Carves m (be marble Real ; 
To let the new life in, we know, 

Deare must o^e the portal ; — 
Perhaps the lon^ng to be so 

Helps make the soul immortal. 

Longing is God's fresh heavenward will 

"VvitJi our poor earthward striving; 
We quench it that we may be still 

Content with merely living ; 
But, would we learn liat heart's full scope 

Which we are hourly wrongjng, 
Our lives must cljmh from hope to hope 

And realize our longing. 

Ah ! let us hope that to our praise 

Good God not only reckons 
The moments when we tread his ways, 

But when the spirit beckons, — ■ 
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That Bome slight good is also w 
BoyouU seH-satisfactior, 

Wlicn we are airaply good iu tl 
Howe'er we fail in action. 
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ODE TO FRANCE. 



Till some chance thrii! the loosened min launches 
And the blind havoc leaps im warned below, 

So grew and gathered through the silent years 
The madneaa of a People, wrong by wrong. 

There seemed no strength in the dumb toiler's 



No strength in suffering; — but the Past i 



Groped for its right with horny, callous hands. 
And stared around for God with bloodshot eyes. 

What wonder if those palms were all too hai-d 
Foi" nice distinctions, — if that mienad throng — 

They whose thick atmosphere no bard 
Had shivered with the lightning of his song. 

Brutes with the memories and desh'es of men, 

Whose chronicles were writ with iron pen, 
In the crooli:ed shoulder and tbe forehead 

Set wrong to balance wrong, 
And pJiysiclced woo with woe ? 
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They did aa they were taught ; not theirs tlie 

If men who scattered, firebrands reaped the flame ; 
They trampled Peace beneath their savage 

And by her goldeu tressea drew 
Mevcy alons the pavement of tbe street. 

O, Fi-eedom I Treedom I ia thy morning-dew 
So gory red ? Alas, thy light had ne'er 
Shone in upon the chaos of their lair ! 

They reared to thee 8Uoh symbol as they knew, 
And worshipped it with flame and blood, 
A Vengeance, axe in hand, that stood 

Holding a tyrant's head up by the clotted 



What wrongs the Oppressor suffered, these we 

These have found piteous voice in song and 

But for the Oppressed, their darkness and their 

Their grinding centuries, — what Muse had those ? 
Though nail ana palace had nor eyes nor ears, 

Hardening a people's heart to senseless stone, 
Thou knowest them, O Earth, that drank their 

Heaven, that heard their inai'dculate moan ! 
They noted down their fetters, link by link ; 
Coarse was the hand that scrawled, and red tha 

Rude was their score, as suits unlettered 

Notched with a headsman's axe upon a block ; 
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With eye arorted and an aiiguished frown, 

Loathingly glides the Muse through scenes of 

Where, like the heart of Vengeance up and 

Tlirobs in its framework the hlood-muffled 

Slow are the steps of Freedom, but her feet 
Turn never backward : hers no bloody g!aj-e ; 

Her IJaht is calm, and innocent, and sweet, 
And where it enters there is no despair : 

Not finit on palace and cathedral spire 

(iuivers and gleams that unoonsumin" fire ; 

While these stand black ag^nst her morning 

The peasant sees it leap from peak to peak 
Along his hills; Ifte craftsman's burning eyes 

Owtt with cool tears its influence motber-me^k ; 
Jt lights the poet's heart up like a star ;■ — 
Ah I while the tyrant deemed it atill atar, 

And twined with golden threads his lutile snare, 
That swift, convicting glow all round him 



Broker-King, is this iiy wisdom's fruit? 
A dynasty plucked out as 'twere a weed 
Grown rantly in a night, that leaves no seed '. 

Could eighteen ' years strike down no deeper 

But now thy vulture eye was turned on Spain, — 
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A. shout from Paris, and thy ei'oivii falls off, 

Thy race has ceased to reign, 
And tliou beuome a fugitive and scoff : 

Slippery the feet that mount by stairs of gold, 
And weakest of all fences one of steel ; — 

Go and keep suhool agaiu like him of old, 
The Syracusan tyrant ; — thou mayst feel 
Eoyal amid a birch-swayed commonweal! 



Not loiijg can be be ruler who allows 

His time to run before him ; thou wast naught 
Soon as the strip of sold about thy brovra 

Was no more emblem of the People's thought : 
Vain were thy bayonets ag^nst tlie foe 

Thou hadst to cope with ; thou didst wage 
War not with Frenchmen merely ;— no, 

Thy strife was with the Spirit of the Age, 
The invisible Spirit whose first breath divnie 

SuattereA thy frail endeavor, 
And, like poor last year's leaves, whirled iheo and 

Into the Dark forever ! 



Along Its art»riea a shrunken flow, 
And the idle canvas droop around the shore? 
These do not make a state. 
Nor keep it great; 
I think God made 
The earth for man, not trade ; 
And where each humblest human creature 
Can stand, no more suspicious or afrsud, 
Ei-ect and kingly in his right of nature. 
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To liaaven and earth knit wifJi Iiaroionious tios,- 
Where I behold the exultation 
Of manhood gloiring in thoae eyes 
That had been dark for i^s,— 
Or only lit with bestial lovea and ragea — 
There I behold a Nation : 

The France wtiich lies 
Between the Pyrenees and Rhine 
Is the least part of France ; 
1 see her ratlier in the eoul whose shine 
Burns through the craftsman's gmny coimtunaii 
In the new enei^ divine 

Of Toil's enfranchised glance. 



And if it be a dream,— 
If the great Future be the Uttle Past 
'Seath a new mask, which drops and sliows at 

ITie same weird, mocking face to balk and 
blast,— 
^et, Muse, a- gladder measure snite the theme, 
And the Tyrtiean harp 
Loves notes more resotnte and sharp, 
Throbbing, as throbs the bosom, hot and fast ; 
Such visions are of morning. 
Theirs is no v^ie forewarning. 
The dreams which nations dream come true. 
And shape the world anew ; 
If this be a sleep. 
Make it long, make it deep, 
Fatlier, who sendest Uie harvests men reap I 
While Labor so aleepeth 
His Bl 



No longer he weepeth, 
But sm3eth and sleepeth 
His tlioughts in the dawn ; 
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His dreaming hands wander 

'MiH henrtVease and pansies ; 
" 'Tk a dream ! 'Tb a vision ! " 

Shrieks Mammon aghast; 
" The day's broad deriMOn 

Will chase il at last ; 
Ye are mad, ye have taken 
A slumbering kraken 

Tor firm laud of the Past I" 
Ah 1 if he awaken, 

GoA shield us. all then, 
If this dream rudely shaken 

Shall nheat him a^ain ! 



Since first I heard our North ivind blow, 
Since first I saw Atlantic throw 
Ott our fierce rocks hia thunderous snow, 
I loved thee, Freedom ; as a boy 
The rattle of thy shield at Marathon 
Did with a Grecian joy 
Through all my pulses run ; 
But I have learned t« love thee now 
Without the helm upon thy gleaming brow, 

A maiden mild and nn defiled 
Like her who boi-e the world's redeeming child ; 
And surely never did thy altars glance 
With purer fires than now in France ; 
While, in their hright white flashes. 
Wrong's shadow, backward cast, 
Waves cowering o'er the ashes 

Of the dead, blaspheming Past, 
O'er the shapes of iallen giants. 
His own unburied brocd. 
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Whose dead hands ulencli deftaiiee 
At the overTOWeiing Good : 

And down the happy tUtuTe runs a fl 
Of prophesying light ; 

It shows an Earth no longer staj 

Blossom and fruit whero now we see 
Of Brotbefhoorl and ttight 
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A PAUABLK. 

Said Christ our Lord, " X will go and see 
How the men, my brethren, befieve in me." 
He passed not agiun. through the gate of birth. 
But made himseU' known to the children of earth. 

Then said the chief priests, and rulers, and kings, 
" Behold, now, the Giver of all good things ; 
Go to, let us welcome with pomp and state 
Him who alone is mighty and great." 

With carpels of gold the ground they spread 

Wherever the Son of Man should tread, 

And in palace-chambers lofty and rare 

They lodged him, and served him with kingly fare. 

Gi-eat oi^ans surged through arches dim 

Their jubilant floods in prMse of him. 

And in church and palace, and judgment-hall, 



But still, wherever hia steps they led. 
The Lord in sorrow bent down his head. 
And from under the heavj- foundation-stones. 
The son of Mary heard bitter groans. 

And in chtirch and palace, and judgment-hall, 
He marked great fissures that rent Uie wall. 
And opened wider and yet more wide 
As the living foundation heaved and sighed. 
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"Have ye tbiinded your thrones and. altars, theu, 
On the bodies and sonJa of iivinff men ? 
And think ye that building shalTendiive, 
Which shelteiB the noble and crushes the poor ? 

" With gates of alver and bars of gold, 

Ye hare fenced my sheep from tbeii- Fathei''s fold ; 

I have Iteard the dropping of their tears 

In heaven, these eighteen hundred years." 

" Lord and Master, not ours the guilt, 
We build but as our faHieiB built ; 
Behold thine images, how they stand, 
Sovereign and sole, through ai! our land. 

" Our task is hard, — with sword and flame 
To hold thy earth forever the same, 
And with sharp crooks of steel to keep 
Stall, aa thou leftesf them, thy sheep. 

Thea Cliiist sought out an artisan, 
A low-browed, stunted, haggaixi man, 
And a motherless ^irl, whose fingers thio 
I'ushcd from her faintly want and sin. 

These set he in the midst of them, 
And as they drew back their garaieni-hem. 
For fear of defilement, " Lo, hei-e," said he, 
" The images ye have made of me I " 
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My name ia Water : I have sped 

Through strange, dark wajs, untried before, 
D g desire m friendship led, 



He sends four royal ^ts by me : 
Long life, health, peace, and purity. 

I'm Ceres' cup-bearer ; I pour. 

For flowers and fruits and all their kin. 

Her crystal vint^, from of yore 
Stored in old Earth's selettest bin. 

Flora's Falemian ripe, since God 

The wine-press of the deluge trod. 

In that fer isle whence, iron-willed, 

The New World's ares their bark unmoored. 
The fairies' acorn-cups I filled 

Upon the toadstool's silver boaid, 
And, 'neath Heme's oak, for Shakspeare's sight, 
Strewed moss and grass with diamonds brighL 

So fwries in the Mayflower came, 

And, lightsome ^ I sparkle here, 
For Motiier Bay-State, busy dame, 

Tve toiled and drudged this many a year, 
Throbbed in her engines' iron veins. 
Twirled myriad spindles for her jjaiiis. 
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1, too, oaii weave; the warp 1 set 

Through which the sun hie shuttle throivs, 

And, bright as Noah saw it, yet 

For you the arehing rainbow glows, 

A Siigiit in Paradise denied 

To unfallen Adam and hia bride. 

When Winter held me in his grip, 

Ungrateful! in aprison^hip; 

But I forpve, not long a slave. 
For, soon as summer south-winds blew, 
Homeward I fled, disguised as dew. 

For counlJess services I'm lit. 
Of use, of pJeasm-e, and of gain. 

But lightly from all bonds I flit, 

Nor lose my mirSJi, nor foel a Stan ; 

From mill and wash-tub I escape. 

And take in heaven ray proper shape. 

So, free myself, to-day, elate 
I come from far o'er hill and mead, 

And here, Cochituate's envoy, w^t 
To be your blithesome Ganymede, 

And hrira your cups with nectar true 

That never will make slaves of you. 
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The same' good blood that now refills 
The dotard Orient's ahrimfceu veins, 
The same whose vigor westward thrills, 
BurstJu" Nevada's silver chains, 
Poured hei-e upon the April grass, 
Freckled with red the herbage new ; 
On reeled the battle's trampling mass, 
£ia«.-k to the ash the bluebird, iew. 

Poure'd here in vtun ; — that sturdy blood 
Was meant to make the eai'th more gi-een. 
But in a higher, gentler mood 
Than broke this April noon serene ; 
Two graves are here ; to mark the place, 
At head and foot, an unhewn stone, 
O'er whieh the herald liehens trace 
The blazon of Oblivion. 

These men were brave enough, and true 
To the hired soldier'a bull-dog creed ; 
What brought them here they neter knew. 
They fought as suits the English breed ; 
They came three thousand miles, and died, 
To keep the Past upon its throne ; 
Unheard, beyond the ocean tide, 
Their English mother made her moan. 
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No stronger purpose nerves the wli!, 
No hope reiiewa its youth again ; 
Fram farm to farm tlie Concord glides. 
And trails my fancy with its flow ; 
O'erhead the balanced henhawlc; elides, 
Tmnned in the river's heaven below. 

But go, whose Bay State bosom stirs, 
Proud of thy birth and neighbor's right. 
Where sleep the heroic villagers 
JSorne red and stiff from Concord fight; 
Thought Reuben, snatching down his gun, 
Or Seth, as ebbed the life away. 
What earthquake rifts would shoot, and nui 
World-wide from that short April fray ? 

What then ? With heart and hand they wrou 
According to their village light ; ' 
'Twas for the Future that they ibught. 
Their rustic faith in what was right. 
Upon earth's tragic stage they burst 
Unsummoned, in the humble sock ; 
Th^rs the fifth act ; the curtain first 
Rose long e^o on Chai-les's block. 

Their graves have voices; if they threw 
Dice chared with fat«3 beyond their ken, 
Yet to their instincts they were true, 
And had the genius to be men. 
Fine privilege of Freedom's host, 
Of even foot-soldiers for the BJ"htI— 
For centuries dead, ye are not lost, 
your graves send couri^e forth, and might. 



H^cBccC.oogk 



), have aatnmns, when o 
Drop loosely through the dampened air, 



Our seasons have no fixed returns, 
Without our will they come and go ; 

At noon ouv sudden summer burns, 
Ere sunset all is snow. 

But each day brings lass summer cheer. 
Crimps more our ineffectual spring, 

And something earlier everji- year 
Our sin^ng birds take wing. 

As less the olden glow abides, 

And less the chillier heart aspires. 

With drift-wood beached in past spring-tide 
We light onr sullen fires. 

By the pinched rushlights starving beam 
We cower and strain our wasted sight, 

To stitch youtli's shroud up, seam by seam, 
In. die long arctic night. 

It was not so — we once were young — 
When Spring, to womanly Summer turn 

Her dew-drops on each grass-blade stning. 
In the red sunrise burning. 
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We trasted then, aspired, bfilLeveil 

That earth could be remmle Lo-moiTow ;- 

Ah, why he ever undeceived ? 
Why give up faiih for sorrow ? 

O thou, whose days are yet all spring, 
Faili, blighted once, is past retrieving ; 

Experience la a dumb, dead thing ; 
The vietoiT's in believing, 
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TREEDOM. 

Arb we, then, wholly fallen ? Can it be 

That tlioa. North wind, that from thy mountainB 

biingest 
Their spirit to our plains, and thou, blue sea, 
Wbo oa oar rocks thy wreaths of freedom flingest, 
As on an altar, — can it be that ye 
Hare waited inspiration on dead ears. 
Dulled with the too familiar clank of chsuns ? 
The people's heart is like a harp for years 
Hung where some petrifying torrent nuns 
Its slow-incmsling spray: the stiffened obords 
Taint and more feint make answer to the tears 
That drip upon them : idle are all words ; 
Only a ailver plectrum wakes the tone 
Deep buried 'neatli that ever-thickening stone. 

We are not free : Freedom doth not consist 
In musing with our faces toward the Past, 
While petty cares, and crawling interests, twist 
Their spider-threada about us, irMch at I^t 
Grow strong as iron cbtuns, to cramp and bind 
In formal nanxiwness heart, soul, and mind. 
Freedom is recreated year by year, 
In hearts wide open on the uodward side. 
In souls calm-caaenced as the whirling sphere. 
In minds that sway the future like a tide. 
No broadest creeds can hold her, and no codes ; 
She chooses men for her august abodes. 
Building them fair and fronting to the dawn ; 
Tet, when we seek ber, we but find a few 
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Light footprints, leading morn-ward Llu'oiigli the 

Befona Ehe day had risen, she was gone. 

And we must follow : swiilly runs she on, 

And, if our steps shodd alaolcQii in despair, 

Half turns her face, half smiles tiirough golden' 

Forever yielding, never wholly iron : 
That is not love which pauses in the race 
Two elose-linked names on fleeting sand to trace ; 
Pi-eedorn gained yesterday is no more ours ; 
Men gather but dry seeds of last year's flowers; 
Still there's a charm ungranted, atill a grace, 
Stili rosy Hope, the free, the unattMned, 
Makes us Possesaon's languid hand let fall ; 
Tin but a fragment of ourselves is gained, — 
The Future brings us more, but never all. 

And, as the finder of some unknown realm. 
Mounting a summit whence be thinks to see 
On either side of him the imprisoning sea. 
Beholds, above the clouds that overwhelm 
The valley-land, peak after snowy peak 
St[-etcli out of aght, each like a silver helm 
BeneaUi its plume of smoke, sublime and bleak. 
And what he thought an island finds to he 
A continent to him first oped, — so we 
Can from our height of Freedom look along 
A boundless future, ours if we be strong ; 
Or if we shrink, better remount our ships 
And, fleeing God's express design, trace back 
The hero-freighted Mayflower's prophet-track 
To Europe, entering her blood-red eclipse. 
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BIBLIOLATRES. 

Bowing thyself in dust before a Book, 

And thinking tKe great God is tliine alone, 

O rasli iconoclast, tliou wilt not broolc 

What ffoda the heathen carves in wood and stone, 

Aa if fiie Shepherd who from outer cold 

Leads all his sliivering lamibs to one sure fold 

Were careful for the fashion of his crook. 

There is no broken reed so poor and base. 
No rush, die bending tilt of swamp-fly blue, 
But he therewith the ravening wolf can chase, 
And guide hia flock to springs and pastures new; 
Through ways unlooked for, and through many 

Far from the rich folds built with human hands, 
The gracious footprints of liis love I trace. 

And what art thou, own brother of the clod, 
That from his hand the crook wouldstsnatch away 
And shake instead tLy dry and saplesa rod, 
To scare the sheep out of the wholesome day ? 
Yea, what art thou, blind, unconverted Jew, 
That with thy idol-volume's covers two 
Wouldst make a jail to coop the living God ? 

Thou hear'st not well the mountiun oi^an-tones 
By prophet ears from Hor and Sinai caught. 
Thinking the cisterns of those Hebrew brains 
Drew dry the springs of the AU-knower's thought, 
Nor shall thy lips be touched with living fire, 
Who blow'st old altar-coals with sole desire 
To weld anew the spirit's broken chains. 
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God is not dumb, that he should si>e<ik no more ; 
If tliou hast wanderings in the wilderneas 
And find'st not SioM, lis thy soul is poor ; 
There towers the mountain of the Voice no less, 
Whiuh whoso seeks shall find, but he who bends, 
Intent on manna still and mortal ends, 
Sees it not, neidier hears ite thundered lore. 

Slowly the Bible of the race is writ, 
And not on paper leaves nor leaves of stone ; 
Bach age, each kindred adds a verae to it. 
Texts of despair or hope, of joy or i 
While swings the sea, while mists 

shroud. 

While tliunder's surges burst on ehSs of cloud, 
Sfill at the prophets feet the nations Mt. 
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BEAVEK BROOK. 

Hushed with broad sunlight lies the hill. 
And, minuting the long day's loss, 
Tlie cedav-'s shadow, slow and still, 
Creeps o'er its dial of gray moss. 

Warm noon brims full the valley's cup. 
The aspen's leaves are scarce astir, 
Only the little mill sends up 
lis basy, never-ceasing burr. 

Climbing the loose-piled wall that hems 
The road along the mill-pond's brink. 
From 'neath the arching barberry-st«roa, 
My footstep acares the Siy chewink. 

Beneath a bony buttonwood 
The mill's red door lets forth tba dia ; 
Tlie whitened miller, dust-imbued, 
Flits past the aquave of dark within. 



ant's strengfli ia here ; . 
Sweet Beaver, child of forest still. 
Heaps ite small pitoher to the ear, 
And gently waits the miller's will. 

Swift slips Undine along the race 
Unheard, and then, wi(£ flashing bound. 
Floods the dull wheel with Ji^ht and grace, 
Aad, laughing, hunts tiie loam drudge round. 
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Tbe niillBi- dreams not at what cost 
The quivering mill-stoaes hum and whirl, 
Nov how for every turn, are tost 
Aimfuls of diamond and of pearl. 

But Summer oleared my hajipier eyes 
With drops of some celestial juiue, 
I'o see hovf Beaoly underlies 
" e each form of Use. 



And more ; methought I saw that flood, 
Whir;h now so dull and daiiling steals. 
Thick, here and there, with human blood, 
To turn the world's laborious wheels. 

Ho more than doth the miller, there, 
Sliut ill our several cells, do we 
Know with what waste of beauty rare 
Moves eveiy day's machinery. 

Surely the wiser time shall come 
"When this fine overplus of might. 
Ho longer sullen, slow, a:id dumb. 
Shall leap to mu^c and to light. 

In that new childhood of the Earth 

Life of itself shall dance and play, 

Fresh blood in Time's ahnmk veins malte mli-th,. 

And labor meet delight haltway. 
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MEMORIAL VERSES. 



A RACE of nobles may die out, 
A royal line may leave no heir ; 
W"ise Nature seta no guards about 
Her pewter plate and wooden ware. 

But they fail not, the kinglier breed, 
Who starry diadems attain ; 
To dungeon, axe, and stake sueceed 
Heirs or the old heroic strain. 

The aeal of Nature never cools. 
Nor is she thwarted of her ends ; 
When gapped and dulled her cheaper 
Then she a saint and prophet spends. 

Land of the Magyars ! though it be 
The tyrant may relink his chain. 
Already thine the victory, 
As the just Future measures g^n. 

Thou hast succeeded, thou hast won 
The deathly travel's amplest worth ; 
A nation's duty thou hast done. 
Giving a hero to ouv earth. 
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And he, let come wliat will of woo, 
Haa saved the land he strove to save ; 
No CossJick hordes, no traitor's blow,. 
Can quench the voice shall haunt his grave. 

" I Kossuth am : O Future, thou 
That cleav'at the just and hlott'st the vile, 
O'er this small dust in reverence bow. 
Remembering, what I was erewhile. 

"I was flie chosen trump wherethi-ough 
Our God sent forth awakening bi-eath ; 
Came chains ? Came death ? The strain He blew 
Sounds on, outliving chains and death." 
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TO LAMARTINE. 



I BID not praise thee when tlie crowd, 

'Witched with the moment's inspiriUion, 
Vexed thy slill ether with hoaannas lond, ' 
And stamped their dusty adoration ; 
I but looked upward with the rest, 
And, when they shouted Greatest, whispered Best 

They raised thee not, but rose to thee. 

Their fickle wreaths about thee flinging ; 
So on some marble Phiebus tlie high sea 

Mi"ht leave his worthless aea-weed clinging, 
But pious hands, with reverent care. 
Make the pure limbs once more sublimely bare. 

Now thou're thy pliun, grand self a^ain. 
Thou art secure from panegynu, — 

Thou who gav'st polities an epic strain, 
And actedst Freedom's noblest lyric ; 
This side the Blessed Isles, no tree 

Grows green enough to mate a wreath for thee. 

Nor can blame cling to thee ; the snow 

From swinisli foot-prints takes no staining, 

But, leaving the gi-oss soils of earth below, 
Its spirit mounts, the skies regaining, 
And unresenting falls again. 

To beautify the world with dews and rain. 

The highest duty to mere man vouchsafed 
Was hid on thee, — out of wild chaos, 
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When tte roused popular ocean foamed and 
(ihafed, 
And vulture War from lis Imaus 
SnufFod tlood, to fluDimon homely Peace, 
And sliow tliat only order is release. 

To carve thy fiillest thought, what though 
Time was not granted ? Aye in history, 

Like that Dawn's face whict baffled Angelo, 
Left shapeless, grander for its mysiery, 
Thy great Design shall stand, and day 

Piood its blind front from Orients far away. 

Who says thy day is o'ev ? Control, 

My heart, that bitter first emotion ; 
While men shall reverence the steadf^ soul. 
The heart in silent self-devotion 
Breaking, the mild, heroic mien, 
Thoult need no prop of marble, Lamardne. 

If France reject thee, 'tis not thine. 

But her own, exile that she utters; 
Ideal France, the deathless, the divine, 
^ Will be where thy white pennon flutl«ra, 

Aa once the nobler Athena went 
With Atislides into banishment. 

No fitting metewand hath To-day 

For measuring spirits of thy stature, — 

Only the Future can reach up to lay 
The laurel on that lofty nature,— 
Bard, who with some diviner art 

Has touched the hard's true lyre, a natiou'a heart. 

Swept by thy hand, the gladdened chorda, 

Crashed now in diacords fierce by others. 
Gave forth one note beyond all sltill of woi-ds. 



..„..., C.oofile 



Anil chimed together, We are brotlicra. 
O poem unsurpassed 1 it ran 
All round the world, unlocting man to man. 

France is too poor to pay alone 

The serviee of that ample spirit ; 

Paltry seem low dictatorship and throne, 

If balanced with thy simple inerit. 

They had to thee been rust and loss; 

Thy aim was higher, — thon hast climbed a Cross 
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TO JOHN G. PALFREY. 

Thbke ai-e who triumph in a losing caiiBe, 
Who can put on defeat, as 'twere a wreatii 
Univiiheriag in the adverf« popular bi-eath, 

Safe from the blasting demagogue's applause ; 

'Tis [hey who stana for Fi-eedom and God's 

And 90 stands Palfrey now, as Marrell stood. 
Loyal to Trnth dethroned, nor could be wooed 

To trust the playful IJsei-'s velvet paws : 
And if the second Charles brought in decay 

Of wieient virtue, if it well might wring 
Souls that had broadened 'neafh a nobler day. 

To see a losel, marketable king 
Fearfully watering with his realm's best blood 

Cromwell's quenched holts, that erst had cracked 
and flamed, 
Scaring, through all their depths of courtier mud, 

Europe's crowned bloodsuckers, — how more 



Ought we to be, who see Corrupdon's flood 
btill rise o'er last year's mark, to mine away 
Our brazen idols' feet of treacherous clay ! 

U utter degradatJon ! Freedom turned 
Slavery's vile bawd, to cozen and betray" 
To tile old lechei-'s clutch a maiden prey, 

If so a loathsome pander's fee be earned 1 
And we ai"e ^lent, — we who daily tread 

A soil sublime, at least, with heroes graves !-^ 
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Befikcm no more, shades of the noble dead ! 
Be dumb, ye heaven-toiidfed lips of winds and 
waves ! 

Or hope to rouse some Coptic dullard, hid 
Ages ago, wrapt stiffly, fold on fold, 
mtt cerements close, to wither in tbe cold 

Forever hashed, and Bunless pyramid I 
. Beauty and Truth, and all that these contiun, 
Drop not like ripened fruit about our feet ; 

We climb to them through years of sweat and 

Without long stru^le, none did e'er attain 
Tlie downward look from Quiet's blissful seat: 
Though present loss may be the hero's part, 
Tet none can rob him <rf the victor heart 
Whereby the broad-realmed future is subdued, 
And Wrong, which now insults from triumph's car, 
Sending her vulture hope to raven iar, 
Is made unwilling tributary of Good. 



Nos] 
Of 
Are these thy great men, these that cringe and 

And writhe through slimy ways to place and 
power ?— 
How long, O Lorf, before thy wrath shall reap 
Our frail-stemmed summer prosperings in thei» 



..„..., Gaogle 



From the Lord's tlircsliing-Coor ! Yet more 
than half 
The Tictoiy is attfuned, when one or two, 

Through the fool's laughter and the traitor's 
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TO W. L. GARRISON. 



boj, aod hlfl annporttira jt i^w very iusiffalCEcBiiC peL'saiis of all 

Is a small chamber, friendless and unseen, 
Toiled o'er his types one poor, unleained young 



Help came but slowly ; surely no man yet 
Put lever to the heavy world with less : 
What need of help ? He knew how types were 

He had a dauntless spirit, and a prass. 

Such earnest natures are the fiery pith, 

The compact nucleus round which systems growl 

Mass after mass becomes inspired therewith, 
And whirls impregnate with the central glow. 

Truth I O Freedom ! how are ye still bom 
In the rude stable, in the manger nursed I 

What humble hands unbar those gates of morn 
Through which the splendors of the Sew Day 

What 1 shall one monk, scarce known beyond liis 
cell, 
Front Rome's far-reai;hing bolls, and scorn her 
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Brave Lutier answered Yes ; that thunder's swell 
Racked Europe, and diseliarmed the triple 



Whatever can be known of earth we know, 

Sneered Europe's wise men, in their snail-shelU 

No ! a^ud one man in Genoa, and that So 
Out of the dark created this New World. 

Who is it will not dare himself to trust? 

Who is it hath not sti'ength io stand alone ? 
Who is it thwarts (uid bilks the inward must ? 

Ue and his works, like sand, Irom earth are 
blown. 

Men of a thousand shifts and mlee, look here ! 

See one straightforward conscience put in pawn 
To win a world ; see the obedient sphere 

By bravery's ample gravitation drawn I 

Shall we not heed the lesson taught of old, 
And by the Present's lips repeated slill. 

In oar own single manhood to ne bold, 

Fortressed in conscience and impregnable will 7 

We stiide the river daily at ita spring, 

Nor, in our childish thoughtlessness, foresee 

What myriad vassal streams shall tribute bring, 
How hke an equ^ it shall greet the sea. 
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ON THE DEATH OF C. T. TORREY, 

Woe worth the hour wBon it is crime 

To plead the poor dumb bondman's cause. 
When all that makes the heart sublime, 
The glorious throbs that ctinquer time, 
Are trMtora to our cruel laws ! 

He strove among God's suffering poor 
One gleam of brotherhood fo send ; 
The dungeon oped its hungry door 
To give 3ie truth one martyr more, 
Then shut, — and here behold the end I 

O Mother State! when this was done. 
No pitying throe thy bosom gave ; 

Silent thou saw'st the death-shroud spun. 

And now thou givest lo iJiy son 
The strangers charity — a grave. 

Must it be thus forever 7 No 1 

The hand of God mm not in vain ; 
Long sleeps the darkling seed below. 
The seasons come, and change, and go, 
And all the fields ate deep with grain. 

Although oar brother lie asleep, 

Man^ heart sljll struggles, still aspires; 
Hig grave shall c[uiver yet, while deep 
Through the brave Bay State's pulses leap 
Her ancient energies and -fires. 
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When boura like tMs the sensea' gush 

Have stilled, and left Hie spirit room, 
It hears amid the eternal hush 
The swooping piniona' dreadfiJ rush, 

That bring the vengeance and the doom ;- 

Not man's brute vengeance, such as rends 

What rirets man to man apart, — 

God doth not so hnag round his ends, 

But waits the ripened time, and senda 

His merty to the oppressor's heart. 
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I DO not come to weep above thy pall, 

And mourn the dyin^-out of noble powers ; 

The poet's clearer eye Siould see, in ail 

Earth's seeming woe, tbe seed of Heaven's 
flowera. 

Truth needs no champions : ia the infinite deep 
Of everlasting Soul her strength abides, 

From Nature's heart her mighty pulses leap. 

Through Satura's veins her strength, undying, 



[■, and gentleness, 
tes conquest o'er the 

And love lives on and hath a power to bless, 
When they who loved are hidden in the gi'ave. 

The sculptured marble brags of death-strewn fields, 
And Glory's epitaph is writ in blood ; 

But Alexander now to Plato yields, 

Clai'kson will stand where Wellington hath stood. 

I watch the circle of the eternal yeare. 
And read forever in the storied page 
One lengthened roll of blood, and wvoftg, and 

One onward step of Truth from age to age. 
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ELECY ON THE DEATH OF DB CHAKNING. 267 

The poor'are crushed ; the tyranta link tUeir ehaio ; 

The poet angs through narrow dungeon^^rates [ 
Man'fl hope Uea queucned ; — and, lo I with stead- 
fast giun 

Freedom doth forge her mail of adverse fates. 

Men slay the prophets ; f^ot, rack, and croaa 
Make up the groanins record of the past ; 

But Evil's triumphs arelier endless loss, 
And sovereign Beauty irins the soul at last. 

No power can die that ever wrought for Truth ; 

Thereby a law of Nature it beoame, 
And lives anwithered in its ^newy youth, 

When he who called it forth is but a name. 

TJierefore I cannot think thee wholly gone ; 

The better part of thee is with us still ; 
Thy soul its hampering clay aa-de hath thrown. 

And only freer wrestles with the HI. 

Tliou livest in the life of all good things ; 

What words thou spak'st for Freedom shall not 

Thou sleepest not, for now thy Love hath wings 
To soar where hence thy Hope could hardly fly. 

And often, from that other worid, on this 

Some gleams from gi-eat souls gone before may 

To shed on strolling hearts a clearer bliss, 
And clothe the lUght with lustre more divine. 



Thy spirit bends itself t 
And strength, to perfect what it dreamed of here 
la all the crown and glory that it asks. 
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268 ELEGY ON THE DKA.TH OF DR. CHANNING. 

For sure, in Heaven's wido chambers, there ia room 
For love and pity, and for helpful deeds ; 

Else were our summons thither out a doom 
To life more vdn than this in eiayey weeds. 

From off the starry mountiua-pealt of song, 
Thy spirit shows me, in the coming time, 

An .earth unwithered by the foot of wrong, 
A race revering its owft soul sublime. 

What wars, what martyrdoms, what crimes, may 

Thou knowest not, nor I ; but God wU lead 
The prodigal soul from want and sorrow home, 
And Eden ope her gates to Adam's seed. 

Farewell I good man, good annel now ! tlds hand 
Soon, like thine own, shall lose its cunning, too ; 

Soon shall this soul, like thine, bewildered stand. 
Then leap to thread the free, unfathomed blue : 

When that day comes, 0, may this hand grow cold, 
Busy, like thine, for Freedom and the Right ; 

0, may this soul, like Ihine, be ever bold 
To face dark Slavery's encroaching blight I 



Upon thy hearse I shed no useless tear, — 
Tor us weep rather thou in calm divine 1 
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a'O THE MEMORY OF HOOD. 

E star 'neaiih Time's horizon dropped, 
To gleam o'er iinknown lands and seas ; 
Another heart that beat for freedom stopped,— 
What mournful words are these 1 

Love Divine, that claepest oorlJred earth, 

And luUest it upon thy heart, 
Thou knowest how much a gentle soul is worth 

To teach men what thoii art! 

His was a spirit that to all thy poor 

Was kind as slumber after pain ; 
Why ope so soon thy heaven-deep Quiet's door 

And call him home ag^n ? 

Fi-eedom needs all her poets r it is they 

Who mve her aspirations wings, 
And to 3ie wiser law of music sway 

Her wild ima^nings. 

Tet thou hast called him, nor art thou uakind; 

Love Divine, for 'tis ^ly will 
That gracious natures leave their love behind 

To work for Freedom still. 

Let laurelled marbles weigh on other tombs. 

Let anthems peal for oflior dead. 
Rustling the bannered depth of minstei'^looma 

With their exulting spread. 



..„..., C.oofile 



His epitapli shall moclt the short-lived stone, 

No liohen shall its lioes effaoe, 
He needs these few and simple iinea alone 

To mark his resting-place : — 

" Here lies a Poet. Stranger, if to thee 
His cl^m U> memory be obscure, 

If thou wouldst learn how truly great was h( 
Go, ask it of the poor." 
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TBBOUGn sufforing and sorrow thou haat paeseil 

To show us what a woman true may he : 

They have not taken sympathy from thee, 

Nor made thee any ottier than thou wast, 

Save as some tree, whioh, in a sudden bl^t, 

Sheddeth those blossoms, that are weakly grown, 

Qpon the mt, but keepetb every one 

Whose strength gives warrant of good fi-uit at lasti 

So Ihou hast shed some blooms of gaiety, 

But never one of steadfast eheerfiuness ; 

Nof hath thy knowled^ of adversity 

Bobbed thee of any faith in happifteas. 

But rather cleared thine inner eyes to see 

How many simple ways there are to bless. 
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What were I, Love, if I were stripped of tliee, 
If thine eyes sliut me oat whereby I li 
Thou, who unto my calmer Bonl dost gi 



If thine eyes shut me oat whereby I live. 
Thou, who unto my calmer Bonl dost give 
Knowledge, and Truth, and holy Mystery, 



Wherein Truth mainly lies for those who see 
Beyond the earthly and the furtive, 
Who in the grandeur of the soul believe, 
And only in the Infinite are free ? 
Without thee I were naked, bleak, and bare 
As yon dead cedar on the sea-cliff's brow ; 
And Nature's teachings, which come to me now. 
Common and beautiful as light and Eur, 
Would be as fruitless as a stream which still 
Slips through the wheel of some old ruined mill. 
1841, 
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ni. 



I WOTILI) not have tHa perfect love of oura 

Grow from a Biiinle root, a single stem, 

Bearing no'Soodlj' fruit, but only flowera 

That iifly hide life's iron diadecu : 

It should grow alway like that eastern tree 

Whose limbs take root and spread forth constantly ; 

That love for one, from which there doth not spring 

Wide love for all, is but a worthiesa thing. 

Not in another world, as poets prate, 

Dweil we apart above the tide of things. 

High floating o'er earth's clouds on faery wings ; 

But onr pure love doth ever elevate 

Into a holy bond of brotherhood 

AU earthly things, making them puro and good. 
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IV. 

IS I seek in vain, 
3n woman and in man I find it not; 
1 almost weary of my earthly lot, 
My life-springs are dried up witli burning pain." 
Thou find'at it not? I pray thee look agiun. 
Look inward thi-oagh the depths of thine own soul 
How is it with thee ? Art thou sound and whole ? 
Doth narrow search show thee no earthly stiun ? 
(Bk nobls I and the nobleness that lies 
In other men, sleeping, but never dead, 
Will rise in majesty to meet thine own ; 
Then wilt thou see it gleam in many eyes, 
Then will pure light around thy path be shed. 
And thou wilt never more be sad and lo»e. 
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TO flUi SrIKIT 01- KEATS. 

(JURAT BOid, thou sittest with me in my room, 
Uplifting me witli thy vast, quiet eyes, 
Oil whose Ml orba, with kindly lustre, lies 
The twilight warmth of ruddy ember-gloom: 
Thy clear, strong tones will oft bring fiudden bloom 
Of hope secure, to him who lonely cries. 
Wrestling with the young poet's Ernies, 
Neglect and acorn, which seem s, certEun doom : 
Tes ! the few words which, like ereat thunderdropa, 
Thy large heart down to earth sliook doubtfally, 
Thrilled by the inward lightning of its might. 
Serene and pure, Lke guSiing joy of light, 
Shall track the etemalchords of Destiny, 
After the moon-led pulse of ocean stops. 
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Geeat Truths iire portions of the soul of man ; 

Gveal souls are portions of Eternity ; / 

Each drop of blood that e'er through true heart 

With lofty message, ran for thee and me ; 
For God's law, since the starry song began, 
Hath been, and etill for evermore niustlje, 
That every deed which shall outlast Time's span 
Must ^oad the soul lo be erect and free ; 
Slave IS no word of deathless line:^ sprang, — 
Too many noble souls have thought and died, 
Too many mighty poets lived and sung, 
And our gooa Saxon, fi'om lips purified 
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I ASK not for those thoughts, that sudden leap 
From being's sea, like the isle-seeming Kraken, 
Wth whose great rise the ocean all is shaken 
And a beart-trembie quivers through the deep ; 
Give me that growth which some perchance deem 

Wherewith the steadfast coral-stems uprise, 

Which, by the toi! of gatliering energies, 

Their upward way into clear sunshine keep, 

Until, by Heaven's sweetest influeneea, 

Slowly and slowly spreads a speck of gi'een 

Into a pleasant island in the seas, 

Where, 'mid tall palms, the cane-roofed home in 

And wearied men shall sit at sunset's hour, 
Hearing the leaves .and loving Giod's dear power. 
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TO M. W., ON HEE BIRTHDAY. 

Maiden, when sucli a Eoul as thine is born, 
The morning stars their ancient mnsic make, 
And, joyful, once again their song awake, 
Long silent now wifli melancholy scorn ; 
And thou, not mindless of so blest a mom. 
By no least deed its harmony shalt break. 
Bat shalt to that high chime thy iix>tstep3 take, 
Through life's most darksome passes nnlbrlom ; 
Therefore from thy pure ftuth thou shalt not fell, 
Therefore shalt thou he ever fair and free. 
And in thine every motion musical 
As summer air, majestiu as the sea, 
A mystery to those who creep and crawl 
Through Tune, and part it from Eternity. 
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IX. 

My Love, I have no fear that thou shoiildst di« ; 

Albeit I ask no iairer life Uian this, 

Whose numbering-eloek is still thy gentle kiss. 

While Time and Peace with hands enlocked fly, — 

Yet care I not where in Eternity 

We live and love, well knowing that there is 

No backward step for those who feel the hliss 

Of Faith aa their most lofty yearnings high : 

Love hath bo purified my being's core, 

Mesaems I scarcely should be startled, even, 

To find, some mom, that thou hadst gone befi^re ; 

Since, with thy iove, this knowledge too was given, 

Which each calm day doth strengthen more and 

That they wlio love are but one step fi'om Heaven. 
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I CANNOT tHhk that thou aiouldat pass away, 

Whose life to mine is an eternal law, 

A piece of nature that can have no flaw, 

A new and certain sunrise every day ; 

But, if thou art to be another ray 

About the Sun of Life, and art to live 

Free from all of ihee that was fugitive. 

The debt of Love I will more ihily pay, 

Not downcast with the thought ot thee so high. 

But rather raised to be a niSilev man, 

And more divine in my humanity, 

As knowing that the waiting eyes which scan 

My life are lighted by a purer being, 

And ask meek, calovbrowed deeds, with it agreeing. 
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Thesi 

And summer's h 

Hor is a true soiat ever bom for nati"ht ; 

Wherever any such bath lived and died, 

There bath been something for true freedton 

wrought, 
Some bulivarlt levelled on the eTil side : 
Toil on, then, Greatness ! thou art in the right, 
However narrow souls may call thee wron^ ; 
Be as thou wooldst be in thine own clear sight, 
And so Ihou wilt in all the world's ei-e long ; 
For worldlings cannot, struggle as they may. 
From man's great soul one great thought hide 

184J. 
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The liope of Truth gro^vB stronger, daj- by day ; 
I hear the soul of Man around ma waking, 
Like a great sea, its frozen fetters breaking, 
And flinging up to heaven ila sunlit spray, 
Tosang hage continents in seornfiil play, 
And crnahing them, with din of grinding thunderj 
That makes oU empdnesses stare in wonder ; 
Tha memory of a glory passed away 
Lingers in every heart, as, in the shell, 
Resounds the bygone freedom of the sea, 
And, every hour new signs of promise tell 
That the great sou! shalionce agcun be free. 
For high, and yet more high, the murmurs swell 
Of inwai-d strife for truth and liberty. 
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Bbloybd, in tbo noisy city here, 

The thouglit of thee uaa make all turmoil cease 

Around my spirit, folds thy spirit clear 

Its still, soft arms, and circles it with peace ; 

There is no room for any doubt or fear 

In souls so overfilled with love's increase, 

There is no memory of the bymne year 

But growth in heart's and spirit's perfect ease : 

How hath our love, half nebulous at first, 

Hounded itself into a full-orbed sun 1 

How have onr lives and wills (as hapSy erst 

They were, ere (Ms ibmetftilness begun,) 

Through all their eartlilj' disfantness outburst. 

And molted, like two raj's of light, in one I 
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As the bit)ad ocean endlessly upheaveth, 
With the majestic beating or hie heart, 
The mighty tides, whei'eof its rightful pari; 
Each sea-wide bay and little weed receiveth,— 
So, through his sonl who earnestly believeth, 
Life from the univeraal Heart doth flow, 
Whereby some conquest of the eternal Woe, 
By instinct of God's nature, he achieveth : 
A fuller pulse of this all-powertlil beauty 
Into the poet's gulf-like heart doth tide. 
And he more keenly feels the glorious duty 
Of serving Truth, despised and crucified, — 
Happy, urGcnowing sect or creed, to rest 
And feel God flow forever tlirough his breast 
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THE SAME CONTINUED. 

Onoe hardly in a cycle blossometfa 
A flower-lifce eoul ripo ■witi the seeds of song, 
A spirit fore-ordidned to cope with wrong, 
WhoBO divine thoughts are natural as breath, 
Who the old Darkness thickly soattereth 
With starry words, that shoot prevailing light 
Intfl the de«p3, and wither, with the blight 
Of serene Truth, the coward heart of Death: 
Woe, if such spirit thwart its errand high, 
And mock with lies the lon^UK soul of man 1 
Tet one age longer must true Culture lie, 
Soothing her bitter fetters as she can, 
Until new messacea of love outsfart 
At the next beabng of the infinite Heart 
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The love of all tilings springs (Vom love of one ; 

Wider the soul's liorizon hourly grows, 

Ajid over it ivith fuUergloiy flows 

The sky-like spirit of Grod ; a hmie begun 

In doubt and aarkness 'neath a l^rer sun 

Cometh to fruitage, if it be of Truth ; 

And to the law of meekness, faith, and ruth, 

By inward sympathy, shall all be won : 

This thou shouldst know, who, from fhe paint 

feattire 
Of shifting Fashion, couldst thy brethren turn 
Unto the &ve of ever-youthful Nature, 
And of a beauty fadeless and etei'ne ; 
And always 'tis the saddest ^ght to see 
An old man faithless in Humanity. 
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THE SAME CONTINDEO. 

A i'OBT cannot strive for despotiam ; 

llis harp falls shattered ; for it still must be 

I'ha instinct of great spirits to be free, 

And the sworn toes of cunning barbarism : 

He, who has deepest searehed the iride abysm 

(If tliat life^iving Soul which men call fate. 

Knows that to put more f^th in liee and hate 

Than truth ana love ia the true atheism : 

Upward the soul forever turns her eyes ; 

The nest hour always shames the hour before ; 

One beauty, at its highest, prophesies 

That by whose side it shall seem mean and poor; 

No God-like thing knows aught of less and less. 

But widens to the boundless Torfectnoas. 
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THE SAME CONTINDED. 

Thekefobe think not the Past ia wise alone, 
For Yesterday knowa nothing of the Boat, 
And thou ghalt love it only aa the nest 
. Whence glory-winged things to Heaven have 

To the great Son! alone are all things linown ; 
Present and ftitiire are to her as past, 
While she tn glorious madness doth forecast 
That perfect bud, whieh seema a flower full-blown 
To each new Prophet, and yet always opes 
Puller and fuller with each day and hour, 
Heartening the aoul with odor of fresh hopes. 
And longings high, and gushings of wide power, 
Yet never is or Siall be fully blown 
Save in the forethought of the Eternal One. 
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THE SAME CONCLUDED. 

Far 'yond this narrow parapet of Time, 
With eyes uplift, the poet's soul should look 
Into ^e Endless Promise, nor should brook 
One prying doubt to shake his fiuth sublime; 
To him tie earth is ever in her prime 
And dewiness of morning; he can see 
Oood lying hid, from all eternity, 
Within the teeming womb of sin and crime ; 
His soul should not be cramped by an^ bar. 
His nobleness should be so God-like high, 
That his least deed is perfect as a star, 
His eommon look majestic as the sty. 
And all o'erfiooded with a light from far, 
Undimmed by clouds of weak mortality. 
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Maby, aooe first I knew thee, to this hour, 
My love hath deepened, with my Triser sense 
Of what in Woman is to reverenKe ; 
Thy clear heart, fresh as e'er was fbrest-tlower. 
Still opens more to me its beauteous dower ; — 
Bat let praise hush,— Love asks no evidence 
"■ : itself well-placed ; we know not whence 

the straws that thateh its hiunble bower: 
We can hut say we found it in the heart, 
Spring of all sweetest thoughts, arch foe of blMne, 
Sower of flowers in the dusty mart, 
Pure yestal of the poefs holy flame, — 
This is enough, and we have done our part 
If we but keep it spotless as it came. 



To pro 
It gteai 
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OuK love is 

Its winged s ^ ^ 

And, nursed by day and night, by sun and shower. 

Doth momendy to fresher beauty rise : 

To ua the leafless autumn is not bare, 

Nor winter's rattling boughs lack lusty green. 

Our summer hearts make summer's fiilness, where 

No leafi or bud, or blossom may be seen : 

For nature's life in love's deep life doth lie, 

Love,-— whose forgetfuluasa is beauty's death, 

Whose mystic key these cells of Thou and I 

Into the infinite freedom openeth, 

And makes the body's dark and narrow erate 

The Avide-flung leaves of Heaven's 
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These rugged, wintry days I scarce could bear, 
Did I not Know, tliat, in the early spring. 
When wild March winds upon their errands sing, 
Thou wouldst return, bursting on this still air. 
Like those same winds, when, startled from their 

They hunt up ™lets, and free swift brooks. 
From icy cares, even as thy clear looks 
Bid my heart bloom, and sing, and break all care; 
When drops with welcome rain the April day, 
My flowers shall find thdr April in thine eyes, 
Save thei'e the rain in dreamy cloudy doth stay, 
As loath to fall out of those happy skies ; 
Yet sure, my love, thou art most like to May, 
That comes with steady sun when April dies. 
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Hk stood npOB the world's broad threshold ; wide 

Tlie dia of battle aud of slaughter rose ; 

lie saw God stand upon the wealter side, 

That sank in seeming loss before its foes ; 

Many there were who made great haste and sold 

Unto the canning enemy their swords, 

He scorned their girls of fame, aud power, and 

gold, 
And, underneath Uieir soft and flowery words, 
Heard the cold serpent hiss ; tiierefore he went 
And humbly joined him to the wealter part, 
FaoatJc named, and fool, yet well content 
So he could be the neai'er to Giod's heart, 
And feel its solemn pulses sending blood 
Through alt the wide^spread veins of eadlesB good. 
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They pass me by lite shadows, crowds on crowda, 
Dim ghosts of men, that hover to and fro, 
Hu^ng their bodies round them, like thin shrouds 
Wherein their souls were buried long ago : 
They trampled on their youth, and faith, and love, 
They cast their hope of human-kind away, 
Wiui Heaven's clear messages they madly strove, 
And conquered, — and their spirits turned to clay ! 
Lo! how they wander round tie world, their grave, 
Whose ever-gaping maw by such is fed, 
Gibbering at livinif men, and idly rave, 
" We, only, truly live, but ye are dead." 
A!as ! poor fools, the anointed eye may trace 
A dead soul's epitaph in every iace I 
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I GUIEVB not that ripe Knowledge takes away 
Tlia charm that Nature to my ohfldhood wove, 
For, with that iosight, cometh, day hy day, 
A greater bliss than wonder was before ; 
The real doth not clip the poet's wings, — 
To win tlie secret of a weed's plain heart 
Eeveais some clue to spiritual things, 
And stumbling guess becomes firm-footed art: 
Flowers are not flowers nnto the poetTs eyes, 
Their beauty thrills him by an inward sense ; 
He tnows that outward seemiogs are but liw, 
Or, at tbe most, but earthly shadows, whence 
The soul that looks wiliiin for truth may gueas 
The presence of some wondrous heavenliness. 
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GiDDiKQS, far TOugher names than thine have 

Smoother than honey on the lips of men ; 

And thou ahalt aye ba honorably known. 

As one who bravely used hie tongue and pen, 

As beat befits a freeman,— even for thoae, 

To whom our Law's unblushing fl-ont denies 

A i^ht to plead agMnst the life-lone woes 

Which are the Nem'o's glimpse of Freedom's skies : 

Fear nothing, and heme all things, as the Bight 

Alone Biay do secarely ; every hour 

The thrones of Ignoi'ance and aniaent Hlght 

Lose somewhat of their long-usurped power, 

And Freedom's tightest word can make them 

shiver 
With a base dread that clings to them forever. 
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I THOUGHT our love at full, but I did err ; 
Joj'a mi-eaili drooped o'er mine eyes ; I could ii 

That sorrow in our bappy world must be 
Iiove'a deepest spokesman and interpreter ; 
But, as a mother feels her child £r»t etir 
Under her heart, so felt I instanflj- 
Deep in my soul another bond to thee 
Thrfll with that life we saw depart from her ; 
O mother of our angel-child I twice dear I 
Beath knits as well ^ parts, and still, I wis, 
Her tender radiance shall enfold os here. 
Even as the light, borne up by inward bliss, 
Threads the void glooms of space without a fear, 
To print on farthest stai% her pitying kiss. 
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Whether my heart hath wiser grown or not, 
In. these three years, since I to thee inscribed, 
Mine own betrothed, the firetiings of my muse, — 
Poor windfalls of unripe experience, 
Young buds plucked hastily by childiEh hands 
Not patient to aw«t more fuU-blowu flowers, — 
At least it hath seen more of life and men. 
And pondered more, and grown a shade more sad 
Yet with no loss of hope or settled trust 
In the benignness of uiat Providence, 
Which shapes from out our elements awry 
The grace and order that we wonder at. 
The myslio harmony of right and wrong, 
Both working out His wisdom and our good; 
A trust, Beloved, chiefly learned of thee, 
Who hast that gift of patient tenderneSiS, 
The instinctive wisdom of a woman's heart. 



They tell ns that our land was made for song, 
"With its huM rivers and siy-piercing peaks. 
Its sea-like lakes and mighty cataracts, 
Its forests vast and hoar, and prairies wide, 
And mounds that tell of wondrous tribes extinct 
Bnt Poeay sprinp not from rocks and woods ; 
Her womb and cradle are the human heart, 
And she can find a nobler theme for song 
In the most loathsome man that blasts the sight, 
Than in the broad expanse of sea and shore 
Between the frozen deserts of the poles. 
All nations have tlieir message from on high. 
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Each the me^iali of somo centra! tliought, 
For the f ulfflmetit and delight of Man r 
One has to teach that labor is divine ; 
Another Freedom ; and another Mind ; 
And all, tiat God h open-eyed and just, 
The happy centre and calm heart of all. 

Are, then, our woods, our mountains, and out 
strewQS, 
Needful to teach our poets how to sing ? 
O, maiden rare, far other thoughts were ours. 
When we have sat by ocean's foaming mai^, 
And watched the waves leap roaring on the rocks, 
Than young Leander and his Hero had, 
Gazing ft-om Sestos to the other shore. 
The moon looks down and ocean worahipB her, 
Stars rise and set, and seasons come and go 
Even as they did in Homer's elder time. 
But we behold them not with Grecian eyes : 
Then they were types of beauty and of strength, 
But now of freedom, unconfined and pure. 
Subject alone to Order's higher law. 
What cares the Eusaan serf or Southern slave 
Though we should speak as man spake never yet 
Of gleaming Hudson's broad magnificence, 
Or green Magara's never-ending roai- ? 
Our country hath a gospel of her own 
To preach and practice before all the world, — 
The freedom and divinity of man, 
The glorious claims of human brotherhood, — 
Which to pay nobly, as a freeman should. 
Gains the sole wealth that will not fly away, — 
And the sonl's fealty to none but God. 
These are realities, whicli make the shows 
Of outward Nature, he they ne'er so grand, 
Seem small, and worthless, and contemptible. 
These are the mountiun-smnmits for our bards, 
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Which Btretoli far upward into heaven itself, 
And give such wide-spread and exulting view 
Of hope, and fiuth, and oaward destiny, 
UiaC shrunk Parnassus to a, moleliill dwindles. 
Oar new Atlantis, like a moming-atar, 
SilverB lihe murk face of slow-yielding Night, 
The herald of a ftiUer troth than yet 
Hath gleamed upon the upTEused ^e of Man 
Since the earth glittered in her atMnlesa prime, — 
Of a more glorious sunrise than of old 
Drew wondrous melodies from Memnon huge. 
Tea, draws them still, though now he sits waiai^ 

In the engulfing flood of whirling sand, 
And looks across the wastes of endle^ gray, 
Sole wreck, where once his hundred-gated Thebes 
Pained with her mighty ham the calm, Dlue heaven : 
Shall the dull stone pay grateful orisons, 
And we till noonday bar the splendor out, 
Lest it reproach and chide our sluggard hearts, 
Wai'm-neetied in the down of Prejudice, 
And be content, though clad with angel-wings. 
Close-clipped, to hop about from perch to perch, 
In paltry cages of dead men's dead thoi^hta ? 
0, rather like the sky-lark, soar and sing, 
And let our gushing songs befit the dawn 
And sunrise, and the yet unshaken dew 
Brimming the chalice of each ftiU-blown hope. 
Whose blithe front turns to greet the growing day 
Never had poets such high calf before. 
Never can poets hope ibr higher one, 
And, if ihey be but faithful to their trust. 
Earth will remember them with love and joy. 
And 0, iav better, God will not fot^t. 
For he who settles Freedom's principles 
Writes the death-warrant of all tyranny ; 
Who speaks the ti'uth stabs Falsehood to the heart, 



H3CBC c, Cil>':)yk 



And bis mete word makes deapota tremble more 

Than e^er Brutus with his da^ev could. 

Wait for no hints from watevfallB or woods, 

Nor dream that tales of red men, brute and fierce, 

Repay (he finding of this Western World, 

Or needed half the globe to ^ve them birth : 

Spirit supreme of K«edom 1 not for this 

Did great Columbus tame his eagle soul 

To jostle with the daws that perch in courts ; 

Not for Ifais, friendless, on an unknown sea, 

Coping with mad waves and more mndnous spirits. 

Battled he with the dreadful ache at hearC 

Which tempts, with devilish subtleties of doabt, 

The hennit of that loneliest solitude. 

The alent desert of a gi-eat New Thought; 

Though loud Niagara were to-day strnii dumb. 

Yet would this cataract of boilini life, 

Bush pinning on and on to endless deeps 

And utter thunder till the world shall cease, — 

A thunder worthy of the poef s song. 

And which alone can fill it with true life. 

The high evangel to our country granted 

Could make aposties, yea, with tongues of fire, 

Of hearts half-darkened back agfun to clay ! 

"He the soul only that is aational, 

And he who pays true loyalty to that 

Alone can claim the wreath of patriotism. 

Beloved ! if I wander far and oft 
From that which I believe, and feel, and know, 
Thou wilt foi^ve, not with a sorrowing heart, 
But with a strengthened hope of better things ; 
Knowing tbat I, though often blind and false 
To those I love, and O, more false than all 
Unto myself, have been most true to thee. 
And that wboso in one thing hath been true 
Can be as true in alL Therefore tliy hope 
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May yet not pi«ye unfraitfiil, and thy love 
Meet, day by day, wilh less uHworthy Uianta, 
Whether, as now, we journey hand in hand. 
Or, parted in the body, yet are one 
In spirit and the lore of My things. 
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Over his keys the musing oi^anist, 

Bemnning doubf^Uy and fer away, 
Krat leia his fingers wander as they list, 

Andbuilda a bridae fromUreamland&r his lay: 
Then, as tbe touch or his loved instrument 

Gives hope and fervor, nearer draws hia tbeme, 
First gueased by faint auroral flushes sent 

Along the wavering vista of his droam. 



Not only around our infancy 
Doth heaven with all its splendors He ; 
Daily, with souls that cringe and plot, 
We Sinais climb and know it not 

Over our manhood bend the skies ; 

Against our fallen and traitor lives 
Ite great winds utter prophecies ; 

With our feint hearts the mountiun strives 
Its aims outstretched, the druid wood 

Wtuts with its benedidle ; 
And to our age's drowsy blood 

Still shouts the inspiring sea, 
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Earth gets its jri.ce for what Earth gives ns ; 
The Deggar la taxed for a corner to die in, 
The priest hath his fee who conies and shrives 

We bargiun fo^ the graves we lie in ; 
At the devil's hooth are aU things sold, 
Each ounce of dross costs its ounce of gold ; 

For a cap and bells our Uves we pay, 
Bubbles we buy with a whole soul's tasking ; 

'Tis heaven alone that is given awa^, 
'Us only Grod may be had fov the asking, 
No price is set on the lavish sununer ; 
June may be had by the poorest comer. 

And what is so rare as a day in June '/ 

Then, if ever, come perfect days ; 
Then Heaven tries the earth if it be in tune, 

And orer it softly her warm ear lays ; 
Whether we look, or whether we listen, 
We hear life murmur, or see it glisten ; 
Every elod feels a stir of might. 

An insljnct within it that reaches and lowers. 
And, groping bhndly above it for light. 

Climbs to a soul in grass and flowers ; 
The flush of life .may well be seen 

Thrilling hack over hills and valleys ; 
The cowslip startles in meadows ^een, 

The buttercup catches the sun m its chalice. 
And there's never a leaf nor a blade too mean 

To be some happy creature's palace ; 
The little bird ata at his door in the sun, 

Adit like a blossom among the leaves, 
And leta his illumined being o'emin 

With the deluge of summer it receives; 
His mate feels the eggs beneath her wings. 
And the heart in her dumb breast flutters and 
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the wide world, and she li; 
car of Nature which song i 



Now ia the high-tide of the year, 

And wliatever of life hath ebbed away 
Comes flooding bade with a ripply cheer, 

Into every bare inlet and oreek and bay; 
Now. the heart is so full that a drop overfills it, 
We are happy now because Giod wills it; 
No matter now barren the past may have been, 
'Tis enough for as now that tJie leaves are green 
n shade and feel right w 
^)S up and the bi 
! may shut our eyes but i 
knowing 

That skies are clear and grass is growing ; 
The breeze comes whispering in our ear, 
That dandelions are blossommg near. 

That maize has sprouted, that streams a 
flowing, 
That the river is bluer than the sky, 
That the roHn is plastering his house hard by ; 
And if the breeze kept the good news back, 
Por other couriers we should not lack; 

We could guess it all by yon heifer's lowing, — 
And hark 1 how clear bold chanticleer. 
Warmed with flie new wine of the year. 

Tells all in his iusty crowing 1 

Joy comes, grief goes, we know not how ; 
Every thing is happy now. 

Every thmg is upward strivin"; 
'Tis as easy now for the heart to tie true 
.\s for grass to be gi-een or skies to be blue, — 

"Tm the natural way of living ; 
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Who knowB whither the clouds have fled ? 

In the unscarred heavea they leave no wake; 
And the eyes forget the tears they have shed. 

The heart forgets ila Borrow and ache ; 
The Boul partakes the season's youth, 

And the sulphurous rifls of passion and woe 
Lie deep 'neadi a silence pure and smooth, 

Like Durat-out craters healed with anow. 
What wonder if Sir Launfal now 
Remembered the keeping of his vow ? 



PAET FIRST. 



" Mt golden spurs now bring to nie. 

And bring to me my richest mail, 

For to-morrow I go over land and ai'is 

In search of the Holy Gi'ail ; 
Shall never a bed for me ba spread. 
Nor shall a pillow be under my head. 
Till I begin my vow to kera ; 
Here on the rashes will I sleep, 
And perchance there may come a visioi 
Ere day create the world anew." 
Slowly Sir Launfal's eyes grew dim, 
Slumber fell like a cloud on him, 
And into his sou! the viaon flew. 



The crows flapped over by twos and threes, 
In the pool drowsed the catt)e up to their knees, 
The little birds sang as if it were 
The cms day of summer in all the year. 
And iJie very leaves seemed to ring on t!ie trees 
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The castle alone in the landscape lay 

Like an outpost of winter, dull and gray ; 

'Twaa the proudest hall in the Worth Countree, 

And never its gatea miffht opened lie, 

Save to lord or laAy of high degree ; 

Summer beaeged it on every side, 

But the churlish stone her assaults defied ; 

She could not scale the chilly wall. 

Though round it for teaguea her pavilions tall 

Stretched left and right, 

Over the hills and out of sight ; 

Green and broad was eiery tent, 

And out of each a mu 
■Ell the breeze fell off ai 



The drawbridge dropped with a surly olang? 
And through the da™ arch a charger sprang. 
Bearing Sir Launfitl, the maiden knight, 
In his gilded mail, that liamed so bright 
It seemed the dark castle had gathered all 
Those shafts ttie fierce sun had shot over its wall 
In his siege of liree hundred summers long. 

And, binding them all in one blazing sheaf, 
Had east them forth : so, young and strong, 

4nd lightsome as a locust-leaf, 

Sir Launfal flashed forth in his unscan-ed mail. 

To seek in all climes for the Holy Grail. 



It was morning on hi!! and stream and tree, 
And morning in the young knight's heart ; 

Only the castle moodily 

Rebuffed the gifts of the sunshine free, 
And gloomed by itself apart; 

The season brimmed all other things up 

I'^ill as the rain fills the pitche^-plajit's cup. 



Bcc, Google 



As Sir Launfel made morn through the darlcsom* 

He was 'ware of a leper, orouohed by the same. 
Who b^eed with his hand and moaned as he sate ; 

And a loathing over Sir Launfal eame ; 
The sunshine went out of his soul witli a {hrill, 

The fleah 'neath his armour 'gan shrink and 

And midway its leap bis heart stood still 

Like a frozen waterfall ; 
For this man, so foul and bent of stature, 
!Rasped harshly ag^st his d^ntj nature, 
And seemed the one blot on the sununer mom, — 
So he tossed him a piece of gold in scorn. 



The leper raised not the gold from lie dust : 
" Better to me the poor man's crust, 
Better the blesang of the poor, 
Thourfi I tuiTi me empty from bis door ; 
That IS no true alms which the hand can hold ; 
He gives nothing but worthless gold 

Who gives from a sense of duty ; 
But he who gives a slender mite, 
And gives to that whieb is out of sight, 

That thread of the allHSustaiaing Beauty 
Which runs through all and doth all unite, — 
The hand cannot clasp the whole of his alma, 
The heart outstrelches its es^r palms. 
For a. god goes with it and makes it store 
To the soul that was starving in darkness before." 
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Down swept the chill wind from the mouatwr 

From the anow five thousand summers old ; 
On open wold and hill-top bleak 

It had gathered all the cold. 
And whiried it like aleet on the wanderer's cheek ; 
It carried a shiver everywhere 
From the uuleafed boughs and pastures bare ; 
The litde brook heard it and built a roof 
•Neath whieh he could house him, -ffinter-pfoof ; 
All night by the white stars' frosty gleams 
He groined his archea and matched hia beams ; 
Slender and clear were his crystal spars 
As the lashes of light that ti'imtiie stars; 
He sculptured eiery summer delight 
In hie halls and chambers out of sight ; 
Sometimes his tinkling waters siipt 
Down through a ftostSeaved forest-crypt, 
Long, sparkling ^les of steel-stemmed trees 
Bending to counterfeit a breeze ; 
Sometimes the roof no fretwork knew 
But silvery mosses that downward gi-ew ; 
Sometimes it was carved in sharp relief 
With (juaint arabesques of ice-fern leaf; 
Sometimes it was simply smooth and clear 
For the gladness of heaven to shine through, and 

He had caught the nodding bulrush-tops 
And hung them thickly with diamond drops, 
That crystalled the beams of moon and sun. 
And made a star of every one : 
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No mortal builder's most rare device 
Coald match this winter-palace of ice ; 
Twaa as if every im^;a that mirrored lay 
In hia depths serene through the summei' day, 
Each fleeting shadow of earth and sky, 

Leat the happy model should he lost, 
Had beea mimicked in fairy masoniy 

By the elfin builders of the frost. 

"Within the hall are song and laughter, 

The cheeis of Christmas glow red and jolly, 
And sprouting is every corbel and rafl»r 

With lightsome green of ivy and holly ; 
Through 9ie deep ijulf of the chimney wide 
Wallows the Yule-fog's roaring tide ; 
The broad flame-pennons droop and flap 

And belly and tug as a Has m the wind ; 
Like a locust shrills Che imprjBoned sap, 

Hunted to death in its galleries blind ; 
And swift little troops of silent spajks, 

Now pauang, now scattering away aa 



But the win4 without was eager and sharp. 
Of Sir Laimfal's gray hair it makes a harp, 
And rattles and wrings 
The icy strings. 
Singing, m dreary monotone, 
rol of its 



Whose burden still, as he might guess. 
Was — " Shelterless, shelterless, shelterless ! " 

The Toice of the seneschal flared ,like a torch 

As ho shouted the wanderer away* from Uio 
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And he sat in the gateway and saw all night 
The great hall-toe, so cheeir and bold, 
Through the wicdow-slifs of the castle Old, 

Build out its piers of mddy light 

Agiunst the arift of the cold. 



TAUT SECOND. 



Thehe mas never a leaf on bush or tree. 
The bare boughs rattled shudderingly ; 
The river was numb and could not spoafc, 

For the weaver Winter its shroud had spun. ; 
A single crow on lie tree-top bleak 

From his' shining feathers shed off the cold sui 
Again it was morning, but shrunk and told, 
jVs if her veins were sapless and old, 
And she rose up decrepidy 
For a laat dim look at earth and sea. 



Sir Launfal turned from his own hard gate. 

For another heir in his earldom sate ; 

An old, bent man,, worn out and frail. 

He came back from seeking the Holy Grful ; 

Little he reeked of his earldom's loss, 

No more on his surcoat was blazoned the cross, 

But deep in his soul the sign he worsj 

The ba^e of the suffering and the poor. 



Sir Launfal's raiment thin and spare 
Was idle mail 'gainst the barbed air, 
For it was just at the Christmas time ; 
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So he mnsed, as he sat, of a sunnier clime, 

And souglit for a shelter from cold and enow 

In the light and warmth of long-ago ; 

He sees the snake-like caravau crawl 

O'er the edge of the deseil;, black and small, 

Then nearer and nearer, till, one by one, 

He can count the camels in the sun, 

As over the red-hot sands they pasa 

To where, in its slender necklace of grass. 

The little spriHg laughed and leant in the shade. 

And with its own sell like an infant played, 

And waved its signal of palms. 



" For Chrisf B sweet sake, I beg an alma ; " — 
lie happy camels may reach the spring, 
Btit Sir Launfal sees only the grewsome thing, 
The leper, lank, as the rain-blanched bone. 
That cowers beside him, a thing as lone 
And white as the ice-isles of Northern seas 
In the desolate horror of hie disease. 



And Sir Launfal siud, — " 1 behold in thee 

An image of Him who died on the tree ; 

Thou also hast had tliy erown of thorns, — 

Thou also hast had the world's buffets and scorns,— 

And to thy life were not denied 

The wounds in the hands and feet and side ; 

Mild Mary's Son, acknowledge rae ; 

Behold, through him, I give to thee I " 



Then the soul of the lepev stood up in his eyes 
And looked at Sir Launfal, and atrmghtway he 

Remembered in what a haughtier guise 
He had flung an alms to leproaie. 
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When he girt Ma young life up in gilikil mail 

And set forth in search of Hie Holy Grail. 

The heart nithia him wae ashes and dust; 

He parted in ttrain his single crust, 

He nroke tjie ice on the sti'eamlet's brink, 

And gave the leper to eat and drink, 

'Twas a mouldy iirust of coarse brown bread, 

'Twas water out of a wooden bowl, — 
Yet with fine wheaten bread was the leper fed, 

And 'twas rod wine he drank with his thirsty 



As Sir Launtal mused with a doivncaat faoi 
A light shone round about the place ; 
The leper no longer crouched at his side, 
But stood befoi-e him glorified, 
Shining and tail and mir and straight 



Himself the Gate whereby n 
Enter the temple of God m Man. 



His words were shed softer than leaves from the 

And they fell on Sir Launfal as snows on the brine, 
Which mingle their softness and quiet in one 
With the shaggy unrest they float down upon ; 
And the vcnce that was calmer than silence said, 
" Lo it is I, be not afraid 1 
In many climes, without avail, 
Thou hast spent thy life for the Holy Grml ; 
Behold it is here, — this cup which thoii 
Didst fill at the streamlet for me but now ; 
This crust is my body broken for thee, 
This water His Mood that died on tlic tree ; 
The Holy Supper is kept, indeed. 
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111 whafso we stare with another's need; 
Not what we 'pve, but what we share,— 
For the ^ft without the giver is bare ; 
Who gives himself with his alms feeds three,— 
Himself, his hungering neighbor, and me." 



Sir Launfal awoke as from a swound ; — 
" The Grail in my castle here is found I 
Hang my idle armor up on the wall. 
Let it be the spider's banquet hall ; 
He mast be fenced with stronger mail 
Who would seek and find the Holy Grail." 



The castle gate stands open now. 

And ibe wanderer is welcome to the hall 
As the hangbird is to the elm-tree bough ; 

No longer scowl the turrets tall, 
The Summer's long siege at last is o'er ; 
When the first poor outcast went in at the door, 
She entered with him in disguise, 
And mastered the fortress by surprise ; 
There is no spot she loves so well on ground, 
She lingeiB and smiles tiiere the whole year round 
The meanest serf on Sir Launfal's land 
Has hall and bower at his command ; 
And there's no poor man in the North Conntree 
But is lord of the earldom as much as he. 



NOTE — Aococdins to thu mjtholiisy of ths EomBncers, tb* 
SsQ Oteol, or Holy Snd], was the oup ont of ahlch Jesus jar- 
took, of thfl laeb Bopper -vnGi. h!a dJscipleB. It -was brought intA 
Hnglvid b; jDwpu of Admathea. uud lamalTiod Itifiire, an ob- 
jeot of pll^^i^ and tidormtion, mr msiiiT /ean fa tbu Jteeping 
of Me itnsai deHsnaHintB. It WU tnDDDibeiit upon thAW nbo 
had charga of It to ba ebasto In thought, irord, and deed; but 
one of the ITM^™ liftriDg brokon tbia oondSaon, tbo Holy Qnifl 
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^■rSe 'plot (If I may givf that nanio to uny Wiliiff ao slight) of 
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